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OUR  COVER  this  issue  pictures  the  S.O.S.  nurse.  She  works  in  rural  hospi- 
tals. As  a  dedicated  religious  and  a  qualified  nurse  she  devotes  herself  to 
the  care  of  the  whole  patient,  both  body  and  soul.  Her  apostolate  is 
glorious,  her  opportunities  for  doing  good  unlimited. 


Unto  Us  A  Son  is  Given 


Alice  Meynell 


Given,  not  lent, 

And  not  withdrawn— once  sent, 
This  Infant  of  mankind,  this  One, 
Is  still  the  little  welcome  Son: 
New  every  year, 
New  born  and  newly  dear, 
He  comes  with  tidings  and  a  song, 
The  ages  long,  the  ages  long; 
Even  as  the  cold 
Keen  winter  grows  not  old, 
As  childhood  is  so  fresh,  foreseen, 
And  spring  in  the  familiar  green- 
Sudden  as  sweet 
Come  the  expected  feet. 
All  joy  is  young,  and  new  all  art, 
And  He,  too,  Whom  we  have  by  heart. 


May  the  blessing  of  Mary's  Son  rest  upon  you 
now  and  throughout  the  New  Year. 


Memo 

from  the  Editor  s  desk 


FAH  Subscriptions  from  Halifax 

Volume  XXXVII  of  THE  FIELD  AT  HOME  is  off  to  a  happy  New  Year. 
In  this  issue  we  gladly  welcome  our  many  new  subscribers  from  the  Arch- 
diocese of  Halifax.  In  recent  months,  with  the  kind  permission  of  His  Grace, 
Archbishop  Berry,  and  the  heartening  cooperation  of  many  pastors  in  the 
Archdiocese,  we  have  been  soliciting  subscriptions  to  our  magazine.  We  offer 
our  thanks  to  Archbishop  Berry,  to  his  clergy  and  to  the  generous  friends  who 
have  subscribed  to  THE  FIELD  AT  HOME.  It  is  our  hope  that  these  new 
subscribers  will  enjoy  our  magazine  and  that  they  will  still  be  reading  it  when 
they  are  very  old  subscribers. 

Social  Teaching  of  the  Catholic  Church 

"Do  not  think  that  the  building  of  the  future  city  (of  God)  belongs  to  the 
intellectuals  alone  ...  It  is  not  necessary  to  be  a  scholar  before  you  can  share 
in  this  great  work;  and  every  Christian  is  called  to  it.  Each  one  in  his  sphere 
of  action  can  bring  an  influence  to  bear.  The  duty  of  this  present  hour  is  not 
to  wring  our  hands  but  to  act.  Let  there  be  no  repining  for  what  is  or  was,  but 
reconstruct  what  is  emerging  and  what  must  emerge  for  the  good  of  society." 

The  above  was  written  by  Cardinal  Suhard,  the  late  Archbishop  of  Paris. 
It  serves  admirably  as  an  introduction  to  a  series  of  articles  which  we  will 
present  in  THE  FIELD  AT  HOME  on  the  Social  Teaching  of  the  Catholic 
Church.  The  articles  are  being  adapted  from  a  course  of  study  written  by 
Sister  Mary  Jackson.  To  say  that  the  articles  are  timely  is  to  belabour  the 
obvious.  The  reason  for  their  appearance  in  THE  FIELD  AT  HOME  may 
require  explanation. 

Pope  Pius  XII  frequently  stressed  the  missionary  vocation  of  every  Catholic; 
a  vocation  whose  mandate  is  to  work  for  the  extension  of  the  Kingdom  of  God 
upon  earth,  and  whose  field  of  action,  for  most  people,  is  the  lay  apostolate.  In 
our  day,  the  lay  apostolate  can  hardly  be  effective  without  a  knowledge,  under- 
standing and  appreciation  of  the  Social  Teachings  of  the  Church. 

To  say  that  we  hope  this  series  will  be  of  practical  help  to  our  readers  is 
not  a  wish;  it  is  a  prayer. 

IN  FREE  COUNTRIES  JUSTICE  IS  DISPENSED  WITH  MERCY; 
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Holy  Redeemer  College  in  Edmonton 

Another  milestone  in  the  history  of  the  Redemptorist  Fathers  in  Canada 
was  marked  last  October  with  the  opening  of  the  new  Holy  Redeemer  College 
in  Edmonton.  We  offer  our  congratulations  to  Very  Reverend  Bernard  John- 
son, Vice-Provincial,  to  Very  Reverend  G.  J.  Ehman,  Rector  of  the  college  and 
to  the  Fathers  and  Brothers  of  the  Edmonton  Vice-Province.  We  pray  that, 
in  the  years  ahead,  the  students  of  Holy  Redeemer  in  Edmonton  will  form  a 
steady  procession  into  the  zealous  ranks  of  the  Redemptorist  Fathers  in  the 
West. 

Comments  on  The  FIELD  AT  HOME 

In  recent  months  complimentary  comments  on  THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 
have  brought  joy  to  the  editor.  We  believe,  however,  that  credit  must  be  given 
where  credit  is  due.  Without  the  personal  interest  and  unfailing  help  of  our  good 
friends  at  Mission  Press,  our  magazine  would  not  be  as  it  is  today.  It  is  a  plea- 
sure to  salute,  with  gratitude,  Messrs.  C.  F.  Downie,  John  Macdonald  and 
Arthur  Robson.  To  them  belongs  most  of  the  credit  for  what  is  attractive  in  the 
general  appearance  of  the  magazine.  We  are  singularly  blessed  in  our  printers, 
God  bless  them! 

Subscription  Renewals 

The  response  to  the  subscription-renewal  notices  which  we  sent  out  in  Octo- 
ber has  been  encouraging.  If  one  of  those  little  notices  is  still  lying  around 
unnoticed  in  your  house,  won't  you  please  start  the  New  Year  off  well  by 
sending  it  along  to  us  with  your  dollar. 


Worth  pondering  .  .  . 

Day  by  day  let's  remember  that  Divine  Providence  has  divided  time 
into  years  .  .  .  months  .  .  .  days  .  .  .  hours  .  .  .  and  minutes.  These  divisions 
of  time  are  bulkheads  to  help  us  with  our  problem  of  being  strong,  not 
strong  for  the  whole  year  .  .  .  nor  for  the  first  months  of  the  year  .  .  .  but 
strong  enough  today  to  accomplish  by  nightfall  the  tas\s  we  assign  our- 
selves. Our  years  .  .  .  our  tas\s  .  .  .  our  responsibilities  are  bro\en  into 
small  units.  We  should  wor\  with  minutes  and  hours  .  .  .  Each  is  a  unit 
of  honest  effort  and  final  results  will  ta\e  care  of  themselves. 


IN  THE  SATELLITE  COUNTRIES,  JUSTICE  IS  DISPENSED  WITH. 
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Chair  of  Unity  Octave 


Titus  Cranny,  S.A. 


Some  fifty-three  years  ago,  in  November  1907,  a  clergyman  at  Graymoor, 
Garrison,  N.Y.  launched  a  small  crusade,  by  letter,  for  Christian  Unity.  He 
asked  for  prayers  for  this  great  cause,  for  eight  days,  during  January  18th  to 
25th.  He  urged  all  to  pray  for  a  specific  kind  of  Unity:  the  oneness  of  all  men 
in  the  Catholic  Church.  He  called  his  movement  a  Unity  Octave,  for  it  was 
an  experiment.  He  was  an  unusual  man,  destined  by  God  for  a  special  work 
in  the  Church.  But  at  this  time  he  was  a  Protestant. 

So  began  the  Chair  of  Unity  Octave  by  Father  Paul  James  Francis,  S.A., 
Founder  of  the  Society  of  the  Atonement.  Within  eighteen  months  Father 
Paul  and  his  little  band  of  followers  were  received  into  the  One  Fold,  testifying 
to  the  sincerity  of  their  purpose  and  the  effectiveness  of  the  Octave. 

It  was  genius  or  inspiration  or  perhaps  both  which  led  Father  Paul  to  begin 
his  Unity  Octave.  His  plea  for  prayer  was  almost  a  cry  in  the  wilderness  in 
those  early  days,  but  the  voice  grew  stronger  with  the  years.  Today  it  is  a 
mighty  volume  reaching  out  to  all  the  world. 

Though  the  feast  of  the  Chair  of  St.  Peter  at  Rome  is  no  longer  observed 
on  January  18th,  the  purpose  of  the  Octave  is  the  same:  to  pray  for  the  reunion 
of  Christendom,  the  conversion  of  unbelievers  and  the  return  of  lapsed  Catho- 
lics. The  task  is  gigantic,  but  not  impossible;  the  difficulties  are  many,  but  not 
insurmountable.  The  goal  is  certain;  "There  shall  be  one  fold  and  one  shep- 
herd." The  prayer  comes  from  Christ  Himself:  "Thy  kingdom  come,  thy  will 
be  done  on  earth  as  it  is  in  heaven  .  .  .  that  they  all  may  be  one,  that  the  world 
may  believe  that  thou  hast  sent  me." 

Popes  have  approved  and  blessed  the  Octave,  so  that  the  prayer  crusade 
which  began  so  humbly  at  Graymoor  has  now  become  an  official  devotion  of 
the  Church.  Last  year  Pope  John  gave  it  a  special  endorsement  urging  that  it 
be  promoted  "everywhere  throughout  the  world  as  widely  as  possible,  especially 
in  view  of  the  forthcoming  General  Council,  during  which  it  is  hoped  that  our 
separated  brethren  will  be  copiously  illuminated  and  strengthened  by  the  Divine 
Comforter." 

Such  was  the  inspiration  for  the  Octave  begun  by  Father  Paul.  Whether 
he  foresaw  the  spread  of  the  Octave  as  it  is  today,  we  do  not  know.  What  is 
more  important  is  that  he  experienced  the  urgency  of  Christ's  love  for  souls 
and  set  about  to  do  something.  We  may  not  initiate  a  program,  but  we  can 
pray.  This  we  should  do  January  18th-25th  and,  in  accordance  with  the  wish 
of  our  Holy  Father,  make  this  the  object  of  our  prayers  and  works  during  those 
days,  "That  all  may  be  one." 

FEAR  IS  THE  BLISTER  ON  THE  HEEL  OF  PEACE 
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Christmas-time  is 
Remembering-time . 
Five  S.O.S.  sort 
through  yesteryears  to 
select  and  to  offer  .  . 

A  Christmas 
Box  of 
Memories 

from 

Montreal,  Rycroft, 
Vilna,  Halifax, 
Toronto  .  .  . 


"Ah!  no  eve  is  like  the  Christmas  eve! 
Fears  and  hopes,  and  hopes  and  fears, 
Tears  and  smiles,  and  smiles  and  tears, 
Cheers  and  sighs,  and  sighs  and  cheers, 
Sweet  and  bitter,  bitter,  sweet, 

Bright  and  dark,  and  dark  and  bright, 
All  these  mingle,  all  these  meet, 

In  this  great  and  solemn  night/' 


THE  BEST  WAY  TO  STRIKE  A  CHILD  IS  TO  HIT  HIM  WITH  A  NEW  IDEA 
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Montreal 


The  Other  Wise  Man 


Sister  Evelyn  Tunney 


It  was  a  week  before  Christmas  and 
the  evening  before  our  Christmas  play. 
SOSA  was  presenting  a  Nativity  play 
to  raise  funds  for  a  turkey  and  trim- 
mings. Previously,  Audrey  and  Mar- 
garet, two  of  the  girls  residing  in  the 
Montreal  Club,  had  contacted  the 
Welfare  Bureau  for  the  name  of  a  poor 
family  with  several  children.  Their 
idea  was  to  solicit  food  and  personal 
gifts  from  other  girls  in  residence  and 
from  their  friends.  Since  Audrey  in- 
sisted that  Christmas  was  not  Christ- 


CIVILIZATION:  A  STATE  OF 
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mas  without  a  turkey,  SOSA  planned 
to  present  a  Nativity  Play  to  provide 
the  turkey  and  any  other  foods  not  in- 
cluded in  the  voluntary  donations. 

On  the  evening  of  the  dress  rehear- 
sal, when  the  members  of  the  cast  were 
assembled,  we  had  one  extra  costume 
for  a  Wise  Man.  Our  third  Wise  Man 
had  been  called  to  report  for  work  at 
Chalk  River.  But  who  ever  heard  of 
or  saw  a  play  with  two  Wise  Men? 
Four,  maybe — but  never  two.  And 
where  could  we  find  another  Wise  Man 
at  this  time?  One,  that  is,  who  would 
be  willing — and  capable — of  learning 
lines  overnight.  Scotland  Yard  might 
help,  but  time  and  distance  were 
against  us.  The  R.C.M.P.  always  get 
their  man — but  would  they  get  him 
in  time? 

So  the  rehearsal  went  on  minus  a 
Wise  Man.  After  the  rehearsal  I 
noticed  Sean,  our  latest  comer  from 
the  "Ould  Sod",  sitting  in  a  big  win- 
dow seat,  the  sole  occupant  of  the 
lounge.  At  first  glance,  he  didn't  look 
too  promising,  however,  "Faint  heart 
ne'er  won  ..."  Besides  I  needed  a 
dark  man — Sean  was  dark — and — our 
need  was  urgent.  St.  Patrick  help  us! 

Very  quickly  tomorrow  became  to- 

TY  IN  WHICH  THE  NEWSPAPERS  DEVOTE 
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night.  The  Other  Wise  Man  proved  to 
be  a  real  Christmas  gift.  For  Sean,  we 
discovered,  had  not  only  acted  but  had 
directed  plays  in  his  home  in  County 
West  Meath,  Eire.  He  unassumingly 
gave  his  assistance  with  the  make-up 
and  costumes.  The  result  was  a  very 
fine  presentation  by  all  of  the  cast,  a 
happy  audience,  an  18  pound  turkey 
with  all  the  trimmings  and  a  happy 
Christmas  for  a  poor  family  as  well  as 


for  all  the  young  people  who  had  given 
generously  of  gifts  and  time. 

It  was  not  surprising  that  when  His 
Excellency,  Bishop  Whelan  arrived  at 
"1923"  on  Christmas  Eve  to  offer  his 
Christmas  Masses,  he  was  welcomed 
by  at  least  one  hundred  smiles.  Young 
hearts  bubbled  over  with  Christmas 
joy.  In  giving  to  others  they  had  made 
the  most  fitting  preparation  for  the 
coming  of  the  Babe  of  Bethlehem. 


Rvcroft 

A  Christmas  Knight 

Sister  Mary  MacDougall 


Pat  was  our  man-Friday  that  year,  no  doubt  about  it.  He  was  a  blond, 
cheerful  Grade  XII  student  who  boarded  at  our  Dormitory  in  Ry croft.  Pat 
was  always  ready  to  do  a  good  turn  for  the  neighbour  and  did  you  ever  hear 
of  a  Sister  not  taking  advantage  of  such  a  situation?  Pat  was  especially  helpful 
at  Christmas  when  teachers  have  so  many  different  projects  in  hand.  Sister 
Marie  MacDougall  was  preparing  a  Christmas  pageant  and  she  had  Pat  help 
her  with  the  scenery  one  day.  While  moving  poles  from  one  corner  to  another 
she  bumped  into  Pat  and  just  about  knocked  out  his  eye.  In  answer  to  her 
profuse  apologies  Pat  answered  cheerfully,  "Oh,  it  doesn't  matter,  Sister.  I 
didn't  need  that  eye!" 

The  next  day  Pat  was  pressed  into  service  at  the  Silverwood  school,  six 
miles  away  from  Rycroft,  where  Sister  Hudon  taught  and  where  a  Christmas 
party  was  in  progress.  There  was  need  of  a  Santa  Claus — so  Pat  gallantly 
volunteered.  He  dressed  in  the  costume  and  drove  to  the  school.  Leaving  the 
car  in  a  secluded  spot  he  came  through  a  field  and  over  a  snow  drift  from  an 
unexpected  direction  in  true  Santa  Claus  fashion.  Such  a  satisfactory  St.  Nick 
added  enchantment  to  the  party.  The  little  ones  were  so  appreciative  that  Pat 
remarked  afterwards  he  couldn't  decide  who  enjoyed  the  party  more — himself 
or  the  pupils. 

THREE  PAGES  TO  SPORT  AND  ONE  FOUR-LINE  PARAGRAPH  TO  EDUCATION 
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Vilna 


People,  Parties  and  Presents 

Sister  B.  Knopic 


Our  Christmas  was  delightful.  We 
started  off  on  the  Sunday  prior  to  the 
feast  with  a  party  given  the  Sisters  by 
the  staff.  Ann  Haydak,  of  course,  was 
the  chief  hostess.  Good  games  were 
played  with  everyone  enjoying  the  fun. 
The  prizes  were  good  too. 

When  the  games  and  the  players 
were  exhausted,  a  large,  decorated 
clothes-basket  was  brought  in  with  rib- 
bon ends  hanging  over  its  edge.  A- 
fishing  we  did  go  and  such  parcels  as 
popped  out!  To  top  it  all  we  were  told 
that  this  was  not  our  real  Christmas 
present.  The  evening  finished,  need  I 
say,  with  a  delicious  lunch  daintily  serv- 
ed and  supplied  by  the  girls.  They,  of 
course,  were  pleased  as  Punch  with 
our  enjoyment  of  the  "do". 

The  next  few  days  were  busy  with 
preparations  for  Christmas.  The  hospi- 
tal corridors  were  festive  with  stream- 
ers, bells  and  green  boughs.  We  had 
a  tree  at  the  front  door  with  blue  lights 
and  the  blue  crib-set  tucked  in  at  the 
base.  Our  own  dining  room  was 
beautiful  too. 

As  all  was  in  readiness  we  went  off 
to  bed  on  Christmas  Eve  shortly  after 
8  p.m.  I  had  been  to  Midnight  Mass 
at  the  Church  for  two  consecutive 


years  so  I  offered  to  keep  for  Sister 
Brunning.  At  11.15  I  came  on  duty 
and  was  met  by  a  maternity  patient  to 
be  admitted  and  a  young  couple  with 
a  sick  baby.  The  doctor  got  away  to 
Mass  a  few  minutes  after  midnight. 
He  had  no  sooner  gone  than  things 
began  to  happen.  It  was  dreadful!  I 
have  never  been  so  thankful  to  see 
Sisters  as  I  was  when  they  returned 
from  Mass.  They  heard  the  resusci- 
tator  so  they  came  directly  to  the  O.R. 
The  doctor  came  too  and  we  all  work- 
ed until  4  a.m.  The  Sisters  went  down 
in  relays  for  a  cup  of  coffee.  In  the 
midst  of  the  melee  we  got  an  accident 
case.  He  had  to  be  cleaned  up  and 
sutured  so  the  poor  doctor  was  here 
until  5  a.m. 

By  5  a.m.  I  was  not  interested  in 
gifts.  I  just  read  my  letter  from  home 
and  had  a  quick  look  at  the  TV  tables, 
the  steam-iron  and  the  beautiful  white 
linen  table-cloth  and  serviettes  which 
were  among  the  gifts  to  the  Sisters. 
Christmas  had  not  had  too  auspicious 
a  beginning. 

However,  a  few  hours  later  when  we 
came  back  on  duty,  the  dear  Infant 
had  brought  quiet  and  serenity  to  the 
hospital.  One  would  not  have  known 


IDEAS  ARE  FUNNY  THINGS.    THEY  WON'T  WORK  UNLESS  YOU  DO 
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it  for  the  same  place.  The  peace  was 
permanent,  too — for  that  day  anyway. 

Lunch  was  served  at  noon  and 
Christmas  dinner  in  the  evening.  We 
pushed  the  four  tables  in  the  maternity 
ward  together.  When  they  were  cover- 
ed with  a  Christmas  table-cloth  and 
decorated  with  candles,  holly  and  the 
trimmings  the  effect  was  pleasing  and 
homelike.  In  one  of  the  semi-private 
wards  we  did  the  same  for  the  few 
other  patients.  They  all  enjoyed  them- 
selves thoroughly,  said  it  was  just  like 
home.  We  enjoyed  our  dinner  in 
peace,  too.  The  only  girl  on  duty  that 
day  watched  the  floor  for  us.  The 
nurses  took  turns  going  up  to  check — 
just  to  be  sure. 

We  had  realized,  when  the  staff  gave 
us  the  party  in  the  laundry,  that  it 
would  be  too  small  for  the  Auxiliary 
party.  So  we  decided  to  have  it  in  the 
convent  basement.  On  December  26 
the  transformation  began.  It  was  fin- 
ished and  completely  successful  by  8 
p.m.  when  the  party  was  due  to  begin. 
Twenty-six  ladies  came  and  did  they 


have  fun!  They  played  games,  alter- 
nating between  fast  and  slow.  The 
ladies  laughed  so  much  that  we  were 
in  spasms  just  watching  them.  It  was 
past  10.30  when  the  games  stopped 
and  we  adjourned  to  our  Community 
Room  for  the  refreshments.  The  party 
had  been  strenuous  so  everyone  had  a 
hearty  appetite.  When  the  guests  left 
we  knew  the  party  had  truly  been  a 
success.  You  may  imagine  how  pleas- 
ed and  grateful  we  were  to  return  to 
the  kitchen,  after  saying  goodbye  to 
the  Auxiliary,  and  find  everything  spic 
and  span.  The  girls  had  cleaned  up 
for  us. 

On  December  30th  six  Sisters  of 
Charity  came  from  Radway  for  the 
day  and  three  of  our  Sisters  returned 
the  visit  on  January  3.  Sister  Profit, 
with  Sister  Pawlowski's  help,  had  a 
party  for  her  catechism  class.  In  tune 
with  all  the  other  parties,  it  too  went 
over  in  great  style. 

Now  I  must  go.  As  it  is,  this  has 
been  written  in  three  "sittings."  So, 
God  bless  you  and  happy  New  Year 
to  all. 


Explaining  the  "blue"  crib  to  one  of  the  children. 


A  strenuous  party  gave  everyone  good  appetites. 


Halifax 


A  Gift 

from  Heaven 


Sister  Florence  Kelly 


Illustration 
Robert  Amirault 


It  was  Christmas  Eve  at  the  Port  of  Halifax.  As  we  went  through  the 
boat-train  for  a  final  word  with  the  Catholics,  sparkling  smiles  and  gay  greet- 
ings met  us.  They  were  ample  reward  for  the  Christmas  tree,  the  treats,  the 
extra  effort  made,  at  the  Port,  by  all  concerned  with  immigration-reception. 
The  warmth  of  the  welcome  they  received  had,  temporarily  at  least,  dispelled 
fear  and  anxiety  from  the  minds  of  the  newly-arrived  immigrants.  Even  the 
ancient  railway  coaches  used  in  immigrant  trains  seemed  less  bleak  and  un- 
comfortable than  usual — until  we  noticed  Josef  and  Elizabeth. 

Surrounded  by  a  noisy  crowd  yet  utterly  remote  from  it,  Josef  stared  ahead, 
his  lips  tight,  his  face  white  and  withdrawn.  Elizabeth  wept  soundlessly  at  his 
side.  Their  story  came  haltingly.  They  had  attempted  marriage,  in  haste,  out- 
side the  Church.  They  were  repenting  at  leisure. 

Christmas  was,  for  them,  primarily  a  religious  feast.  Strangers  in  a  strange 
land,  they  might  have  been  able  to  ignore  it — but  for  their  reception  at  the 
Port.  Thus  far  Canada  had  but  one  message  for  them — "A  Saviour  has  been 
born  for  you" — the  Saviour  they  had  thrust  out  of  their  lives  only  to  find  that 
without  Him  their  lives  were  empty. 

They  were  young,  very  young.  They  suffered  with  the  unreasoning  despair  of 
youth.  I  urged  them  to  accept  this  remorse  as  a  grace;  I  told  them  where  to 
go,  whom  to  see  at  their  journey's  end,  in  order  to  have  their  marriage  blessed. 

As  I  crossed  the  park  which  separates  our  Halifax  convent  from  the  Port 
and  the  railway  station,  it  was  almost  mid-night.  During  the  three  Christmas 
Masses  in  our  chapel  my  prayers  were  mostly  for  Josef  and  Elizabeth.  I  do 
not  know  the  ending  of  their  story  but  I  have  never  ceased  to  wonder  at  the 
grace,  the  Gift  from  Heaven,  which  they  received  that  Christmas  Eve.  1  still 
pray  that  they  had  the  courtesy  to  accept  it  with  thanks. 
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Toronto 


The  box  labelled  "perishable," 
"keep  in  a  cold  place",  had  been  de- 
livered to  2  Wellesley  Place  though  it 
was  addressed  to  2  Maitland  Place. 
There  was  reason  to  suspect  that  it 
was  someone's  Christmas  chicken, 
(Christmas  cakes  perish  only  through 
consumption).  Since  it  was  already  5 
p.m.  on  Christmas  Eve  we  decided 
that  to  2  Maitland  Place  it  must  go 
and  I  was  to  be  the  bearer. 

The  streets  were  oddly  quiet  as  I 
started  off.  Only  an  occasional  last- 
minute  shopper  dashed  in  or  out  of 
stores.  Following  never-fail  directions, 
the  chicken  and  I  soon  reached  2 
Maitland  Place.  I  smiled  to  myself  as 
I  conjured  up  the  happy  face  that 
would  greet  my  arrival  with  the  mis- 
placed bird.  The  smile  was  to  grow 
wan  before  I  finished. 

"Are  you  sure  nobody  lives  here  by 
that  name?" 


Christmas 
with  Friends 

Sister  Patricia  Cooper 


"Positive". 

"But  it  says  on  the  box  2  Maitland 
Place." 

"And  this  is  2  Maitland  Avenue, 
M'am." 

"Oh 
you." 


.  happy  Christmas  .  .  .  thank 


And  I  hadn't  even  thought  to  ask 
for  further  directions.  Being  a  trusting 
soul  I  immediately  trudged  up  to  the 
corner  and  peered  dubiously  at  the 
street  sign.  Sure  enough,  "Maitland 
Avenue"  was  what  I  read.  Well  really 
— how  dull  could — but  no — it  was 
Christmas  Eve  and  I  refused  to  be  an- 
noyed at  anything  or  anyone  including 
myself. 

There  was  someone  across  the  street 
pulling  a  huge  Christmas  tree.  Hope- 
fully I  crossed  the  street  and  asked, 
"Could  you  please  tell  me  where  to 
find  this  address?"  "No-o-o  M'am — 
but  maybe — yes  I'm  sure  it's  about  a 
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block  and  a  half  down  this  way.  You're 
sure  to  see  it." 

I  thanked  my  guide  and  briskly 
started  off  again  meditating  on  the 
goodness  and  helpfulness  of  the  human 
race  and  on  the  virtue  of  observing 
one's  surroundings  et  cetera.  After  a 
while  I  noticed  a  little  lane  ahead. 
Complacently  I  thought — this  is  it.  I 
was  wrong  again.  The  sign  said  quite 
plainly,  "May  Court." 

Keeping  grim  hold  of  the  spirit  of 
Christmas  I  retraced  my  steps  back  to 
Maitland  Avenue.  Whom  did  I  meet 
but  my  friend  with  the  Christmas  tree. 

"Not  there,  M'am?"  (jovially  said) 

"No." 

"Actually,"  he  said,  "I  don't  live 
down  here,  don't  know  this  part  of  the 
city.  My  home  is  up  on  Eglinton.  Just 
came  down  here  to  get  a  tree  for  the 
family.  A  nippy  night — no  snow — 
but  plenty  cold.  Well,  good  night 
M'am.  Merry  Christmas!" 

"Merry  Christmas  and  God  bless 
you,"  I  replied.  Then  I  laughed  aloud 
and  if  the  chicken  could  have  clucked 
he  would  have. 

It  was  five-thirty  now.  It  was 
Christmas  Eve  in  the  heart  of  Toronto. 
There  was  no  snow  and  a  biting  wind 
accentuated  the  bareness  of  the  streets. 
The  starry  sky  was  like  a  midnight 
sky. 

My  thoughts  turned  to  Bethlehem 
where,  on  a  cold,  starry  night  long 
ago,  a  Maiden  brought  forth  her  first- 
born Son. 

"And  all  of  us  sharing  in  one  joy 
Caused  by  the  birth  of  one  little  Boy." 
But  the  present  soon  reclaimed  me.  I 
still  had  the  fugitive  fowl.  What  now? 
"Hope  springs  eternal  ..."  I  noticed 
a  lady  pushing  a  shopping  cart  at  a 
busy  intersection.  I  resolved  not  to 
say  "I  don't  believe  you"  if  she  an- 


swered my  current  question.  "Why 
yes,"  she  said,  "its  close  to  where  we 
live,  I  think.  Its  down  this  street  about 
two  blocks.  Jack  there  will  show  you 
the  way,  Sister." 

Jack,  a  young  man  carrying  parcels 
and  books,  and  already  going  in  the 
right  direction,  stopped  and  amiably 
indicated  the  way.  "I'm  certainly  grate- 
ful that  your  mother  knows  this  ad- 
dress," I  said  sincerely. 

"Oh,  she's  not  my  mother.  I  only 
room  at  her  place.  My  home  is  in 
London." 

"And  you're  not  going  home  for 
Christmas?" 

"No-I-well,  it  was  a  matter  of  either 
taking  time  off  from  work  and  having 
no  job  to  come  back  to,  or,  keeping 
my  job  and  staying  here  for  Christ- 
mas. I'm  not  in  a  position  to  go  home 
and  suffer  the  consequences.  So — here 
I  am."  With  that  Jack  straightened  up 
and  seemed  to  cheer  up  considerably. 

"You  have  friends  here  though?" 
I  ventured. 

"Oh  yes,"  he  replied,  "I'm  spending 
Christmas  with  some  very  close 
friends."  He  patted  the  books  under 
his  arm. 

"No  one's  alone  with  books  for 
friends.  I'll  play  some  Christmas 
music  and  read  about  Bethlehem  and 
I'll  keep  Christmas  —  perhaps  better 
than  I  have  for  a  long,  long  time." 

Jack's  tone  carried  conviction.  I 
knew  he  meant  what  he  said.  And 
then  I  remembered  the  chicken  again. 
Oh,  this  really  couldn't  be — it  really 
couldn't!  We  had  come  to  the  street 
Jack's  landlady  called  Maitland  but 
which  I  knew  wasn't  Maitland  at  all. 
Of  course  I  knew,  I  had  already  been 
here.  I  explained  the  whole  business  to 
Jack. 

(Continued  on  page  24) 
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Social  Teaching  of  the  Church 


Sister  Mary  Jackson 


In  our  troubled  times  a  knowledge 
of  the  Social  Teaching  of  the  Catholic 
Church  is  of  great  importance,  not  for 
Catholics  alone,  but  for  all  who  are 
interested  in  the  welfare  of  their 
fellow-men.  Popes  and  bishops  have 
urged  the  need  for  all  men  to  know 
and  use  the  Church's  Social  Doctrine 
if  the  world  is  to  be  saved  from  disas- 
ter. 

AUTHORITY,  POWER,  DUTY 

When  Our  Lord  was  about  to 
ascend  into  heaven,  the  last  command 
He  gave  to  His  apostles,  the  first  bish- 
ops of  His  Church,  was  "Go,  there- 
fore, and  make  disciples  of  all  nations, 
baptising  them  in  the  name  of  the  Fa- 
ther and  of  the  Son  and  of  the  Holy 
Ghost,  teaching  them  to  observe  all 
that  I  have  commanded  you;  and  be- 
hold, I  am  with  you  all  days,  even 
unto  the  consummation  of  the  world." 
(Matt.  28:19-20).  By  this  command 
Christ  gave  to  His  Church  the  author- 
ity, the  power  and  the  duty  to  teach 
His  doctrines  on  all  matters  that  have 
to  do  with  spiritual  values,  whether 
these  matters  are  strictly  religious  or 
are  related  to  such  things  as  family 
life,  business,  politics,  industry,  educa- 


tion and  other  phases  of  daily  life.  As 
long  as  there  is  a  question  of  morals 
(the  distinction  between  right  and 
wrong)  whether  the  question  stands 
alone  or  is  attached  to  some  other 
question  not  purely  religious,  that  mat- 
ter belongs  to  the  Church  by  Christ's 
command. 

MAN,  A  SOCIAL  BEING 

Mankind  is  made  up  of  human  beings 
who  are  not  only  spiritual,  but  ma- 
terial too.  The  body,  given  us  by  God, 
has  to  be  looked  after  ,  as  well  as  the 
soul.  According  to  God's  plan  for 
him,  man  has  to  labour  in  some  way 
to  obtain  food,  shelter,  clothing  and 
other  bodily  needs.  He  has  to  engage 
in  labour  or  economic  affairs  of  some 
kind  to  support  himself.  All  through 
life  he  has  dealings  and  contacts  with 
his  fellow-men;  these  dealings  and 
contacts  are  social  matters  or  matters 
of  society.  The  aim  of  the  Social 
Teaching  of  the  Catholic  Church  is  to 
show  us  how  to  make  all  our  social 
dealings  with  one  another  truly 
Christian. 

Because  man  is  spiritual  as  well  as 
material  it  often  happens  that  matters 
of  morals  and  religion  enter  into  his 
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Undesirable  social  conditions  must  be  combatted. 


—National  Film  Board  Photo 


economic  and  social  affairs.  Religion 
and  God's  laws  do  not  stop  for  the 
week  after  we  have  been  to  church  on 
Sunday.  They  are  part  of  our  very 
beings  and  must  go  into  the  world  of 
everyday  life  with  us.  The  Social 
Teaching  of  the  Church  is  simply  the 
Church  showing  us  how  to  use  the 
Gospel  teachings  to  solve  the  social 
and  economic  problems  of  our  times. 

UNCHANGING  TRUTH 

Peoples,  customs  and  times  change 
but  the  truths  of  Christ  and  His 
Church  do  not  change.  Hence  the 
Church  is  ever  watchful  to  show  how 
eternal  truths  apply  to  new  conditions 
and  new  customs.  The  Social  Teach- 
ing of  the  Church  is  the  Church  carry- 
ing out  Christ's  command  to  "teach 
all  men  to  observe  all  that  I  have  com- 
manded you."  Though  the  Church 
does  not  enter  into  matters  that  are 


purely  material  or  only  technical,  she 
must  always  speak  about  any  spiritual 
and  moral  matters  that  are  connected 
with  them. 

NECESSITY  OF  SOCIAL  TEACHING 

Granted  the  Church's  right  and  duty 
to  speak  about  the  religious  aspect 
of  every  economic  and  social  problem, 
there  are  other  reasons  why  the 
Church  must  work  for  the  spread  of 
her  Social  Teaching. 

(1)  The  work  of  the  Church  is  to 
save  souls.  Often  in  the  business  and 
social  world,  conditions  are  so  unjust 
that  people  are  forced  to  live  in  the 
midst  of  continual  occasions  of  sin. 
The  Church  points  out  these  sinful  and 
unjust  conditions  in  an  effort  to  have 
them  improved,  so  that  people  who  are 
affected  by  them  may  have  a  better 
chance  to  lead  good  lives. 
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(2)  The  Church  is  greatly  concern- 
ed with  the  welfare  of  family  life  be- 
cause it  is  the  work  of  the  family  to 
provide  good  citizens  for  this  world 
and  for  the  next.  The  Church,  there- 
fore, urges  mankind  to  remove  social 
and  economic  evils  which  are  harmful 
to  good  family  life. 

(3)  When  undesirable  social  and 
economic  conditions  exist  in  a  coun- 
try, they  interfere  with  the  work  of  the 
Church  in  spreading  the  Faith.  The 
Church  must  combat  these  bad  condi- 
tions so  that  she  can  carry  on  her  work 
of  teaching  the  Faith  and  saving  souls. 

FOUR  GREAT  TRUTHS 

For  a  proper  understanding  of  the 
Church's  Social  Teaching  it  is  neces- 
sary to  recall  four  great  truths. 

(1)  God  loves  every  human  being. 
He  made  each  of  us  for  His  glory  and 
our  happiness.  (2)  Man  is  a  creature 
of  great  importance  because  he  has  an 
immortal  soul,  an  intellect  and  free 
will.  (3)  Grace  is  a  free  gift  of  God 
which  raises  man,  by  baptism,  to  the 
supernatural  life  and  makes  him  a 
child  of  God.  (4)  Our  minds  are  dulled 
and  our  wills  are  weakened  by  original 
sin.  Therefore  we  find  it  hard  to  do 
what  is  right  as  we  go  through  life; 
but  God's  help  is  always  available  if 
we  pray  to  Him. 

THE  RIGHTS  AND  OBLIGATIONS  OF  MAN 

As  a  human  being  man  has  certain 
natural  or  basic  rights  which  go  with 
his  human  nature.  Where  there  are 
human  rights  there  are  also  duties. 
These  rights  and  duties  come  from 
God  Who  made  human  nature. 

Among  the  most  important  of  the 
basic  human  rights  are:  a  right  to  life; 
a  right  to  be  reared  and  educated;  a 
right  to  liberty;  a  right  to  work;  a  right 
to  reasonable  rest  and  recreation;  a 


right  to  practice  religion;  a  right  to 
follow  his  conscience;  a  right  to  marry 
and  raise  a  family;  the  right  to  own; 
the  right  to  associate  with  his  fellow- 
men. 

Considering  man's  rights  as  a  hu- 
man person,  we  can  see  how  the  rights 
of  one  give  rise  to  the  duties  of  others. 
If  each  individual  has  rights  that  no 
one  can  justly  deny  him,  then  each 
also  has  the  duty  to  respect  the  rights 
of  others.  One  man's  rights  give  rise 
to  another  man's  duties. 

EQUALITY  AND  INEQUALITY 

In  certain  respects  all  men  are 
equal.  All  have  the  same  origin,  share 
the  same  human  nature  and  have  the 
same  destiny.  All  men  are  brothers 
regardless  of  race,  colour  or  creed  and 
God  is  their  Father.  Thus  we  have  the 
brotherhood  of  man  under  the  Father- 
hood of  God. 

In  some  ways,  however,  men  are  not 
equal.  We  are  not  all  the  same  in 
wealth,  education,  intelligence,  ideas, 
likes  and  dislikes,  nationality  and  so 
on.  In  these  particulars  God  has 
allowed  for  differences.  . 

The  affairs  of  the  world  and  of  men 
must  go  on  with  this  truth  before  us: 
basically  all  men  are  equal;  individual- 
ly they  are  different.  Some  will  be 
leaders,  others  followers;  some  are 
able  to  do  many  things,  others  just  a 
few;  some  can  learn  much,  others  just 
a  little;  some  are  frail  and  sick,  others 
healthy.  There  can  never  be  absolute 
equality  among  men.  God  wants  us 
to  fill  the  place  best  suited  for  us  ac- 
cording to  our  abilities  and  opportuni- 
ties. We  can  work  our  way  to  Heaven 
best  by  being  in  the  place  where  God 
wants  us  to  be,  and  by  using  the  tal- 
ents and  helps  He  gives  us,  be  they 
few  or  many. 


A  RADICAL  IS  A  MAN  WITH  BOTH  FEET  PLANTED  FIRMLY  IN  THE  AIR. 
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SISTERS  OF  SERVICE  -  HOUSES  AND  PERSONNEL 

(NOVEMBER  11,  1960) 


HOUSES  WORK  SISTERS  IN  RES. 


St.  John's,  Nfld.  Girls'    Residence    3 

(Halifax,  N.S.  Girls'  Res.  &  Port  Work  ..  6 

IMontreal,  Que.  Girls'  Res.  &  Port  Work    .  9 

Ottawa,  Ontario  Girls'  Residence    3 

i  Toronto,  Ontario  Girls'    Residence    3 

Toronto,  Ontario  Mother  House    11 

JToronto,  Ontario  Novitiate    13 

Christian  Island, 

Ontario  Indian  Day  School    3 

'Winnipeg,  Man.  Girls'  Residence    6 

lamp  Morton, 

Man.  Three  Rural  Schools    6 


HOUSES  WORK  SISTERS  IN  RES. 


Regina,  Sask.       Religious  Cor.  School    7 

Sinnett,  Sask.       School    3 

Saskatoon,  Sask.  Girls'    Residence    3 

Edmonton,  Alta.   Girls'    Residence    7 

Edmonton,  Alta.    Religious  Cor.  School    5 

Edson,  Alta.          Hospital    12 

Vilna,  Alta.          Hospital    7 

Rycroft,  Alta.        School    3 

Peace  River,  Alta.  School    4 

Manning,  Alta.     School    5 

Vancouver,  B.C.     Girls'  Residence    4 

Fargo,  N.D.          Rel.  Cor.  School    4 


On  His  Majesty's  Service 


G.  DALY,  C.Ss.R. 


In  every  civilized  country  the  mail-bag  is  vested  with  an 
intangible  sacredness.  In  Canada,  the  very  glamour  of 
royalty  accompanies  it  on  its  incessant  march  across  the 
continent.  Everywhere  an  invisible  royal  guard  seems  to 
surround  the  mail-carrier.  Into  our  cities  and  most  remote 
hamlets,  along  the  prairie-trail,  into  the  snows  of  our  icy 
north  he  goes  unprotected  and  inviolable. 

Within  the  narrow  confines  of  the  mail-bag  all  the  inter- 
ests of  humanity  are  gathered.  The  long-expected  love- 
letter,  the  message  from  an  absent  one,  the  breaking  of  sad 
or  unexpected  news,  the  unwelcome  bill  pressing  payment, 
the  stocks  and  bonds  of  the  busy  market-place,  government 
correspondence,  diplomatic  exchanges — the  whole  gamut  of 
human  interest  is  to  be  found  in  Her  Majesty's  mail  bag. 

Should  there  be  no  place  there  for  the  message  of  the 
King  of  Kings? 

The  Sisters  of  Service  have  catechetical  correspondence 
courses  for  the  benefit  of  our  great  Home  Mission  Field. 
Through  these  courses  they  reach  hundreds  of  children  in 
the  Western  Provinces  and  in  North  Dakota.  The  purpose 
of  their  endeavour  is  to  fan  the  spark  of  faith  in  the  souls 
of  these  children  into  a  burning  flame.  We  consider  this  to 
be  one  of  the  most  invaluable  services  our  Sisters  render  to 
the  Church. 

There  must  be  catechists  to  carry  on  this  work.  Is  the 
King  of  Kings  inviting  you  to  work  "on  His  Majesty's 
Service"? 


In  Regina  Sisters  Rita  Hurley  and  Margaret 
Murphy  are  two  of  the  catechists  engaged  in 
the  apostolate  of  the  mail-bag. 


Dear  S  \Sler. 

From  Religious  Correspondence  Schools  in  Edmonton,  Regina  and  Fargo,  N.D. 


Thanks  for  your  letter  to  Gary  and  me. 
We  always  like  to  hear  from  you.  I  know 
we  cause  you  a  lot  of  work.  We  pray  for 
your  safe  keep.  Sometimes  I  think  we 
could  work  harder  to  make  it  easier  for  you 
to  correct  our  papers.  We  enjoy  doing 
them  just  the  same.  I  just  finished  a  letter 
to  the  Bishop  and  I  enjoyed  his  letter  to 
us.  Blessing  and  prayers  will  be  said  by 
us  for  your  safe  keeping  for  all  the  good 
work  you  all  do  throughout  our  country. 
Joyous  Christmas  to  you  all. 

Gary  and  Warren 

We  were  late  this  week  because  the  scar- 
let fever  was  in  our  family.  Lynne 

I  am  sorry  my  picture  didnt  turn  out 
right  I  had  short  crayons.  Mary 

I  can  not  do  all  of  number  22. 1  am  glad 
you  have  send  me  the  new  lessons  Sister  of 
Service.  I  havnt  any  money  right  now  to 
pay  for  my  books  so  may  God  bless  you 
Sister  of  Service.  Martha 

terry  has  lost  her  papper.  Can  you  give 
her  one.  I  love  god  He  loves  me  to  I  love 
you  and  I  thank  you  love  from  Terry 


I'm  sorry  I'm  so  late  with  this  lesson, 
but  I  know  you'll  understand  when  I  tell 
you  or  our  tragedy  in  the  death  of  my  dear 
father.  Please  remember  him  in  your  pray- 
ers and  us  all.  He  died  in  his  sleep  last 
Saturday  night  and  was  truly  a  saintly  man. 
We  miss  him  sorely. 

I  will  try  and  keep  up  with  my  lessons 
until  June  when  I  graduate  from  school. 
Then  I  will  go  in  training  as  a  psychiatric 
nurse.  God  bless  you.  Yours  truly, 

Ellen 

We  really  enjoy  our  catechism  lessons 
you  send  us.  I  am  looking  forward  to  my 
new  coarse.  We  are  also  looking  forward 
to  your  visit  here  to  teach  us  next  summer. 
This  Christmas  we  are  going  to  have  Mid- 
night Mass  for  the  very  first  time  in  our 
parish.  We  are  right  in  the  middle  of  our 
Christmas  exams  now,  so  we  must  say 
goodbye.  We  all  wish  you  a  very  merry 
Christmas  and  a  happy  New  Year.  Your 
students, 

Merlin,  Marlin,  Marvin  and  Leonard 

I  have  now  completed  The  Illustrated 
Catechism  Part  II,  The  Commandments. 


THE  LUMP  IN  THE  THROAT  HARDEST  TO  BEAR  IS  THE 
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What  is  the  next  part  in  the  catechism  as 
I  would  like  to  keep  up  my  lessons  because 
I  want  to  be  a  priest.  Your  sincerely, 

Ronald 

We  have  allredy  made  our  Advent 
Wreath.  I  am  writing  this  letter  in  school. 
Mommy  is  teaching  me  how  to  play  Away 
in  the  Manger  and  Silint  Night.  I  love  to 
play  Christmas  songs  and  about  Jesus.  I 
am  sending  a  picture  of  my  brother  Doug- 
las and  my  sister  Mary  and  myself  for  you. 
My  Uncle's  birthday  is  the  24  of  December 
my  brthday  is  the  26  of  December. 
Mommy  sent  for  a  rabbit  and  gun  and  we 
have  been  having  fun  with  it.  We  love  to 
celebrate  Jesus'  birthday.  My  brother  and 
I  are  going  to  dress  up  like  Jesus  and  Mary. 
Last  year  we  dressed  up  as  Santa  Clause 
but  we  didnt  get  to  it  because  we  were  so 
happy  to  get  our  gifts.  I  hope  you  have 
a  happy  Christmas  with  Jesus.  God  bless 
you.  Cheryl 

Merry  Christmas  and  A  Happy  New 
Year.  It  is  quite  late  already  but  since 
Christmas  and  New  Year  I  haven't  had  so 
much  time  to  wish  you  a  Merry  Christmas. 
Our  catechism  lessons  are  late  because  Mom 
was  sick  for  a  few  weeks  and  we  didn't  have 
much  time.  How  is  the  weather  in  Edmon- 
ton or  downtown  Edmonton?  Over  here  it 
is  quite  cold.  This  morning  it  was  30  below 
zero  and  during  the  day  about  20  below 
zero.  We  certainly  hope  to  send  the  other 
lessons  on  time.  You  probably  know  that 
it  is  quite  buzy  in  the  Christmas  holidays. 
But  now  as  you  know  the  holidays  are  over 
and  it  is  not  as  buzy  as  usuall.  My  Dad 
and  my  brothers  went  to  Midnight  Mass 
and  Mom  and  us  girls  went  to  the  10.30 
Mass.  On  Christmas  morning  as  you  know 
it  was  very  buzy.  Early  in  the  morning  at 
7.00  we  all  ran  down  the  stairs  to  see  our 
Christmas  presents.  Goodbye  and  Good 
Luck.  Clara 

Merry  Christmas  and  a  happy  new  year. 
Thank  you  very  much  for  the  picture  of 
Mary  and  Jesus.  It  is  a  very  pretty  picture. 
My  teacher  is  a  very  nice  young  teacher. 
We're  having  a  Christmas  concert  at  school, 
every  class  has  to  put  on  something.  Our 
class  is  putting  on  "sam  Mgee."  We're  go- 
ing to  have  a  little  baby  I  hope  it  is  a  boy 
this  time  you  see  I've  got  three  sisters.  It 


wouldn't  hurt  to  have  a  brother.  Well  I 
guess  I'd  better  go  now.  Sincerely, 

Maureen 

We  received  your  catechisms  and  the 
dear  little  holy  cards  and  we  wish  to  thank 
you  very  much.  We  would  like  to  ask  you 
one  favour.  Could  you  include  in  your 
prayers  at  Midnight  Mass  the  conversion 
of  our  Dad.  Also  pray  for  our  two  older 
brothers  who  are  not  able  to  go  to  church 
very  often. 

We  enjoyed  doing  catechism  on  Sunday. 
We  do  wish  to  continue  on  next  year.  I  sup- 
pose, Sister,  that  you  are  having  very  cold 
weather  while  in  B.C.  it's  raining  and  blow- 
ing out  tonight.  But  Mother  says  "raining 
or  blowing  she  is  going  to  do  her  house- 
cleaning  for  Christmas."  We  enjoy  helping 
her.  So  dear  Sister  we  take  pleasure  to  say 
in  this  note  a  very  merry  Christmas  and  a 
happy  New  year  to  you  all. 

Marjie,  Ida,  Arthur  and  Mother 

The  children  were  so  pleased  with  the 
rosaries  they  wanted  to  know  if  I  couldn't 
send  you  a  fruit  cake.  I  told  them  it 
wouldn't  go  very  far  but  they  insisted  I 
send  it  anyway.  So  you  know  it  comes  from 
their  hearts.  We  wish  to  thank  you  for  all 
your  kind  deeds  and  thoughtfulness  and 
wish  you  all  a  very  happy  New  Year.  I'm 
sorry  I  don't  get  the  children's  lessons  in 
as  often  as  we  should.  It  seems  bad  now 
with  them  having  to  go  so  far  on  the  bus 
to  school  and  with  homework,  etc.  But  we 
are  trying  our  best.  They  love  doing  their 
lessons. 

I  hope  you  enjoy  the  bit  of  cake.  I  didn't 
get  it  iced  as  I  don't  think  it  would  be 
good  to  mail  it  with  icing.  Best  wishes  and 
many  thanks  from 

The  S.  Family 

I  have  another  daughter,  Deborah,  who 
will  be  6  in  March.  Please  send  her  cate- 
chism lessons  if  you  don't  think  she's  too 
young.  Thank  you  very  much  and  God 
bless  you  for  your  wonderful  work. 

Thank  you  too  for  your  Christmas  greet- 
ings. We  were  very  fortunate  to  have  Mass 
at  noon  that  day.  Weather  permitted  the 
priest  to  come  by  plane  from  Skagway. 
There  is  a  chance  that  he  may  stay  here 
two  weegs  out  of  every  month,  in  the  near 
future.    Please  pray  for  us  that  he  does. 

Mrs.  F.B. 
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Welcoming  Services  for  Immigrants 


The  following  is  a  digest  of  a  paper  prepared  by  Sister 
Kelly  for  the  Fourth  International  Catholic  Migration 
Conference  which  was  held  in  Ottawa  last  August.  Ed. 


IMPORTANCE  OF  RECEPTION  SERVICES 

The  reception  of  migrants  is  the 
primary  step  in  their  introduction  and 
integration  into  the  life  of  their  new 
country.  Hence,  the  necessity  of  wel- 
coming services  on  the  arrival  of  the 
migrant  at  ports  and  stations.  Every 
immigrant  who  steps  onto  foreign  soil 
suffers  a  psychological  shock  —  the 
shock  of  reality.  Gone  is  the  security 
of  the  homeland,  even  of  the  ship.  A 
new  land,  a  new  language  perhaps,  a 
new  way  of  life  must  be  faced — alone! 
The  Catholic  reception  service  must 
cushion  this  shock,  it  must  provide  the 
migrant  with  a  feeling  of  material  and 
spiritual  security.  It  is  how  we  go 
about  this  task  that  may  influence, 
both  temporally  and  spiritually,  the 
whole  future  of  the  migrant.  The  im- 
migrant should  be  helped  to  help  him- 
self, and  if  he  is  given  the  start  at  the 
point  of  reception,  he  will  feel  an 
obligation  to  do  so.  We  believe  we 
can  state  with  truth  that  where  recep- 
tion services  are  absent,  little  oppor- 
tunity for  follow-up  services  or  after- 
care will  be  possible.  To  fail  in  this 
service  is  to  neglect  a  need — a  need 


that  will  in  all  likelihood  be  filled  by 
unhealthy  elements. 

It  is  important,  therefore,  that  this 
initial  welcome  should  convey  to  the 
new  arrival  a  certain  feeling  of  sym- 
pathetic understanding,  of  security,  of 
true  interest  combined  with  a  genuine, 
Christ-like  charity.  The  migrant  should 
feel  that  the  Church  in  her  universal 
role,  and  as  a  true  Mother,  welcomes 
him  to  a  new  land  and  a  new  group,  to 
the  unity  of  the  Mystical  Body,  the 
universality  of  the  Mass  and  the  Sacra- 
ments. Here,  regardless  of  language, 
there  can  be  a  sense  of  belonging,  a 
certain  "at  homeness",  for  though  the 
body  may  suffer  during  the  adjustment 
to  climate  and  customs,  who  can  mea- 
sure the  suffering  of  the  soul? 

PRESENT  RECEPTION  SERVICES  IN  CANADA 

Reception  services  at  the  present 
time  welcome  the  immigrant  at  the 
four  major  Canadian  ports  and  pro- 
vide addresses,  information  and  inter- 
preting services  as  well  as  assistance 
with  customs  formalities.  An  immi- 
grant escort  travels  with  the  migrants 
between  certain  rail  points.  Reception 
workers  meet  and  re-direct  the  immi- 

'S  ALL  RIGHT  TO  HOLD  A  CONVERSATION, 


PAGE  TWENTY-TWO 


JANUARY  1961 


Among  the  delegates  to  the  Fourth  International  Catholic  Migration  Conference  were,  left  to  right: 
Most  Rev.  J.  P.  Da  Silva,  Auxiliary  Bishop  of  Lisbon;  Dr.  John  M.  Juhasz,  Buffalo;  Sister  Dulaska  of 
the  Sisters  of  Service,  Halifax;  Mrs.  Ward  Markle,  National  Convener,  Citizenship  and  Immigration, 
C.W.L;  Rev.  John  Sasaki,  Tokyo. 


grant  at  distribution  points.  At  final 
destination,  housing  and  counsel  are 
provided  by  welcoming  committees. 
Each  diocese  is  notified  of  the  arrival 
and  address  of  immigrants  to  ensure 
follow-up  and  after-care. 

SUGGESTIONS  FOR 

BETTER  RECEPTION  SERVICES 

Much  more  can  and  should  be  done, 
both  before  and  on  his  arrival  in  a  new 
land,  to  provide  better  reception  of  the 
migrant.  Complete  information  should 
be  given  him  by  the  overseas  organiza- 
tion. The  cooperating  organization  in 
the  receiving  country  should  notify  the 
reception  services  of  the  migrant's  ar- 


rival and  intended  address — to  facili- 
tate efficient  reception.  The  Catholic 
reception  services  can  cover  this  field 
only  with  cooperation.  Where  no  over- 
seas information  can  be  given,  in  the 
case  of  a  spontaneous  or  free  immi- 
grant, the  information  could  be  ob- 
tained during  the  ocean  voyage. 

The  ship's  chaplain  should  be  in- 
formed, in  a  general  way,  as  to  the 
Canadian  way  of  life;  contact  each 
Catholic  migrant  during  the  voyage; 
supply  C.I.S.  (Catholic  Immigrant  Ser- 
vices) booklets  of  addresses;  note  rele- 
vant details  of  each  immigrant  on  list- 
ings to  be  given  to  the  port-chaplain 


BUT  YOU  SHOULD  LET  GO  OF  IT  NOW  AND  THEN. 
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or  to  the  reception-service  worker. 
These  could  be  used  later  as  a  basis 
for  referral  to  the  dioceses.  The  chap- 
lain should  inform  the  migrant  regard- 
ing the  wearing  of  badges  which  are 
provided  by  some  overseas  organiza- 
tions to  ensure  that  their  clients  are 
recognized  by  reception-service  work- 
ers in  the  receiving  country. 

Port  chaplains,  by  their  prudence, 
charity,  sympathy  and  general  watch- 
fulness, prevent  many  influences  which 
could  be  harmful  to  the  faith  and  the 
future  of  the  migrant.  Their  ministry 
is  chiefly  spiritual  and  their  counsel 
should  be  sought  in  all  moral  prob- 
lems. 

Knowledge  of  languages  and  port 
procedure  is  a  requisite  for  all  Catho- 
lic port-reception  workers.  They  must 
be  able  to  cooperate  with  immigration, 
customs  and  rail  officials,  not,  how- 
ever, to  assume  the  responsibilities  of 
these  professionals.  They  should  be 
prepared  to  provide  accommodation  in 
the  port  city,  give  information  on 
Catholic  life  for  the  whole  of  Canada 
and  concern  themselves  with  any  mix- 
ed or  invalid  marriage  cases. 

At  the  stations  reception  should  be 
carried  out  regardles  of  the  hour.  At- 
tention to  the  material  needs  of  the 
migrant,  particularly  in  the  case  of 
women  with  children,  comprises  much 
of  their  work.  At  final  destination 
points,  welcoming  committees  should 
convey  a  feeling  of  welcome  and  see 
that  the  migrant  is  put  in  contact  with 
relatives,  friends  or  sponsor.  Where 
none  of  these  exist,  the  welcoming 
committees  should  be  prepared  to  pro- 
vide temporary  accommodation. 

The  airport,  a  comparatively  new 
field  of  port-reception,  is  developing, 
with   some   differences,   along  lines 


similar  to  seaport  reception.  Diplom- 
acy and  kindliness  is  necessary  for  the 
expansion  of  Catholic  reception-ser- 
vices. Reception  of  the  immigrant 
should  be  accomplished  at  the  airports 
with  greater  speed. 

CONCLUSION 

We  conclude,  then,  that  reception- 
workers  must  realize  the  importance  of 
their  role,  using  all  their  resources  of 
patience,  prudence  and  charity  as  this 
is  a  work  of  a  delicate  and  tedious  na- 
ture. Yet,  from  the  point  of  view  of 
the  building  up  of  the  Church  in  Cana- 
da, no  work  is  more  rewarding.  Our 
goal  must  ever  be  to  improve  and  ex- 
pand the  reception-services  for  the 
migrant. 

CHRISTMAS  WITH  FRIENDS,  continued 

"I'll  deliver  the  chicken,"  he  said. 
"After  all,  I  have  to  walk  three  more 
blocks.  I  think  I  know  the  place. 
There  is  no  reason  why  I  have  to  get 
home  and  this  lady  must  need  her 
chicken,"  pointing  to  the  parcel.  "I 
give  you  my  word,  I'll  deliver  it." 
Somehow  I  knew  he  would,  and  he 
did. 

On  Christmas  Day  there  was  a  tele- 
phone message  to  say  simply  that  the 
parcel  was  delivered  and  most  thank- 
fully received.  That  was  all.  After- 
wards, kneeling  at  the  Christmas  crib 
in  the  Presence  of  the  Blessed  Sacra- 
ment, I  thought  of  the  boy  who  spent 
Christmas  with  his  books.  I  prayed 
for  the  many  like  him,  separated  by 
circumstances  from  their  loved  ones. 
I  prayed  that  they  would  know  the  true 
meaning  of  Christmas;  that  they  would 
realize  that  to  be  alone  is  never  to  be 
lonely  when  the  heart  is  harbouring 
Christ. 


MANY  A  FALSE  STEP  IS  MADE  BY  STANDING  STILL 
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SISTER  EVELEEN  DONNELLY 

On  September  12,  1960,  when  we  re- 
ceived word  of  Sister  Eveleen  Donnelly's 
death  in  Vilna,  the  words,  "Unless  you  be- 
come as  little  children  .  .  ."  immediately 
came  to  mind.  For  Sister  Donnelly  had 
practiced  to  a  high  degree  the  beautiful  sim- 
plicity of  a  child. 
Born  in  Manchester,  England,  Sister  Donnelly  entered 
the  Sisters  of  Service  in  1925.  She  was  missioned  in  Winni- 
peg, Edmonton,  Vancouver  and  Marquis,  Saskatchewan,  but 
spent  twenty  years  of  her  religious  life  in  Our  Lady's  Hospi- 
tal, Vilna.  She  had  been  there  continuously  from  1947  until 
her  death. 

Though  hampered  by  ill-health  for  many  years,  Sister 
Donnelly  went  about  her  work  quietly  and  unobtrusively. 
So  quietly,  so  unobtrusively  did  she  do  a  multitude  of  little 
things,  that  only  when  she  was  absent  for  a  while  did  we 
realize  just  how  much  she  contributed  to  the  harmony,  the 
well-being,  the  efficiency  of  the  hospital.  No  one  will  ever 
quite  take  her  place  in  the  children's  ward;  no  one  will  ever 
more  completely  win  the  hearts  of  sick  little  ones  than  she. 

There  is  so  much  one  could  write  about  Sister  Donnelly: 
her  songs  and  her  own  inimitable  way  of  singing  them;  her 
stories  flavoured  with  the  rich  Lancashire  dialect  which  she 
could  assume  at  will.  But  one  thing  should  be  mentioned — 
her  great  devotion  to  the  Sacred  Heart.  How  she  loved 
Him  and  directed  all  toward  Him!  One  day  a  younger 
sister  mentioned  that  she  found  it  hard  to  be  recollected 
with  the  patients'  radio  going  all  day.  "Oh,  that  shouldn't 
bother  you,"  said  Sister  Donnelly.  Nearly  all  the  songs  they 
sing  are  love  songs — I  just  twist  them  about  a  bit  and  sing 
them  to  the  Sacred  Heart." 

How  very  right  it  was  that,  as  she  genuflected  before  the 
tabernacle  in  the  little  Vilna  chapel,  she  was  stricken.  Very 
quickly  our  Lord  took  her  from  us.  Very  quickly,  we  are 
sure,  He  took  her  to  Himself. 

To  Mr.  Bernard  Donnelly,  of  Ottawa,  Sister  Donnelly's 
only  surviving  brother,  we  offer  our  sincere  sympathy  on 
the  loss  of  his  sister.  May  her  soul  rest  in  peace. 
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We  Meet  the  S.O.S. 

in  Newfoundland 


Mary  Fitzgerald 


July  2,  1960  was  a  never-to-be-for- 
gotten day  for  fifteen  Newfoundland 
girls  who  had  come  from  all  over  the 
Province  to  Summer  School  at  St. 
John's.  We  met  at  7  Garrison  Hill, 
the  Sisters  of  Service  residence  for 
girls  in  our  capital  city.  How  warmly 
we  were  welcomed  by  Sisters  Deland, 
Bryden  and  Duffley!  How  true  that 
they  make  a  home  away  from  home 
for  us  and  other  girls  like  us! 

Our  six  weeks  at  Garrison  Hill  were 
really  enjoyable.  Most  of  us  had 
never  before  had  the  privilege  of  liv- 
ing in  the  same  house  with  the  Most 
Blessed  Sacrament,  nor  had  most  of 
us  ever  had  the  opportunity  of  going  to 
daily  Mass. 

Though  our  days  were  full  of  hard 
work  at  school,  our  evenings  were  al- 
ways pleasant.  We  could  watch  TV, 
dance  or  entertain  any  friends  who 
came  to  the  residence  to  visit  us.  Din- 
ner in  the  beautiful  garden  was  a  fre- 
quent occurrence,  but,  indoors  or  out, 
we  thoroughly  enjoyed  the  home-cook- 
ing. 

It  was  with  a  tinge  of  sadness  that 
we  prepared,  at  the  end  of  six  weeks, 
to  return  to  our  homes  in  many  of  our 


Island's  small  communities.  We  were 
happy  to  be  returning  home,  of  course, 
but  we  did  not  want  to  lose  the  won- 
derful companionship  of  the  Sisters 
and  the  other  friends  we  had  made. 

Our  summer's  educational  program 
had  included  more  than  the  subjects 
we  studied  at  Summer  School.  We  all 
returned  home  knowing  a  great  deal 
more  about  the  work  of  the  Sisters  of 
Service — the  wonderful  work  which  is 
still  largely  unknown  in  many  parts 
of  Newfoundland. 


Eleven   of   the   fifteen   on   Garrison    Hill  steps. 


THE  BIGGER  A  MAN'S  HEAD  GETS,  THE  EASIER  IT  IS  TO  FILL  HIS  SHOES 
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Just  a  Line  to  Say  .  . 


Sisters: 

It  is  just  a  wee  bit  past  Christmas.  I  wanted  to  drop 
a  note  then — to  say  how  grateful  I  am  that  I  spent  the 
holidays  here. 

When  I  came  I  had  honestly  and  sincerely  planned 
to  stay  two  nights  and  that  was  all!  But,  I  couldn't  find 
a  place  I  liked  at  a  price  I  could  afford. 

As  Christmas  approached  the  usual  feeling  for 
home,  whether  it  is  far  or  near,  developed.  I  really 
felt  grim  the  two  weeks  before  Christmas.  But  being 
a  part  of  a  large,  busy  home,  (because  this  is  not  just  a 
house),  has  made  what  would  have  been  a  relatively 
lonely  Christmas  much,  much  happier.  Even  though 
I've  spent  little  time  in  the  house,  there  is  a  great 
satisfaction  in  the  sense  of  belonging  at  Christmas. 

Many  of  the  girls  feel  just  as  I  do.  I  know  that  at 
times  I  must  seem  ungrateful,  "nattering"  the  way  I 
do,  but  truly,  Sisters,  I  do  appreciate  being  able  to 
live  here. 

Thanks,  Sisters,  for  everything,  a  great  big  thank 
you — and  I  really  mean  it. 

Gratefully, 
Mona. 


The  above  was  written  to  the  Sisters  in  one  of  our  Girls'  Residences  by  one  of  the 
girls  in  residence.  It  was  a  rather  beautiful  Christmas  gift  as  well  as  a  touching  tribute 
from  a  grateful  heart. 


THE  SHORTEST  WAY  TO  DO  MANY  THINGS  IS  TO  DO  ONLY  ONE  THING  AT  ONCE 
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The  four  Auxiliary  presidents  with  Sister  Hearn. 
Left  to  right:  Miss  T.  Nestman,  Mrs.  H.  Rey, 
Sister  Hearn,  Mrs.  J.  Bussell,  Mrs.  J.  Patenaude. 


TORONTO— On  October  12,  1950, 
ten  Toronto  ladies,  all  but  one  of  them 
relatives  of  the  Sisters  of  Service,  met 
with  Sister  Fitzpatrick,  Superior  of 
No.  4,  to  form  the  Toronto  Sisters  of 
Service  Auxiliary.  The  Auxiliary  was 
placed  under  the  patronage  of  Our 
Lady,  Queen  of  the  Missions.  The 
purpose  of  the  Auxiliary  is  to  assist 
the  work  of  the  Toronto  Club  by 
prayer,  loyal  support  and  financial 
help.  The  successful  efforts  of  the 
Auxiliary  have  lightened  our  burden 
when  major  repairs  and  replacements 
have  been  necessary  at  No.  4. 

The  Auxiliary  has  been  generous  in 


helping  the  Sisters  of  Service  and 
other  missionaries  in  Western  Canada. 
The  sum  of  $345  was  sent,  for  in- 
stance, to  a  priest  for  the  improve- 
ment of  his  little  home — a  sum  which 
he  could  not  otherwise  have  raised. 

The  10th  anniversary  of  the  To- 
ronto Auxiliary  was  celebrated  recent- 
ly. Benediction  of  the  Most  Blessed 
Sacrament  was  given  in  the  Mother 
House  chapel  by  Reverend  W.  V. 
Egan,  pastor  of  Our  Lady  of  Fatima 
parish  in  Toronto.  Following  Bene- 
diction a  movie  on  Our  Lady  of  Fati- 
ma was  shown  and  Father  Egan  gave 
a  descriptive  and  detailed  account  of 
his  recent  visit  to  Fatima. 

The  Sisters  are  grateful  to  the  Aux- 
iliary members  for  their  enthusiastic 
support  during  the  past  ten  years.  It 
is  our  hope  that  many  more  members 
will  swell  the  Auxiliary  ranks. 


Deceased  Members 
Of  the  Toronto  Auxiliary 

Mrs.  Mamie  Rose 
Mrs.  K.  Aitken 
Miss  M.  Regan 
Miss  E.  Coates 
Mrs.  J.  Fox 
Mrs.  T.  Hearn 
Mrs.  W.  H.  Griffin 
Mrs.  M.  Coffey 
Mrs.  W.  Dunn 

May  they  rest  in  peace. 


A  LOT  OF  PEOPLE  WHO  WOULD  NEVER  TALK  WITH  FULL 
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HALIFAX— On  October  18,  1960, 
members  of  the  Halifax  Italian  com- 
munity were  privileged  to  meet  Dr. 
Paolo  Canali,  Italian  consul-general 
whose  headquarters  are  in  Montreal. 
During  the  course  of  a  three-day  visit 
to  Halifax  Dr.  Canali,  accompanied  by 
Very  Reverend  J.  M.  Hayes,  J.  C.  D., 
chaplain  to  the  Italian  community,  and 
Mr.  Angelo  Rorai,  Italian  consul  in 
Halifax,  visited  the  S.O.S.  residence 
where  more  than  a  hundred  members 
of  the  Italian  community  had  assem- 
bled. Dr.  Canali  expressed  apprecia- 
tion of  the  immigration  facilities  in 
Halifax  and  of  the  kindness  with  which 
immigrants  are  received  in  Canada 
which  he  described  as  "one  of  the 
most  generous  countries  to  immi- 
grants." We  were  impressed  by  Dr. 
Canali's  humble  approachability.  He 
was  readily  available  to  any  of  his 
fellow-countrymen  who  wished  to  see 
or  speak  to  him. 


CHRISTIAN  ISLAND  —  The 
Sisters  on  Christian  Island  are  com- 
fortably settled  in  a  brand  new  house 
this  year.  The  new  residence  is  pre- 
fabricated. The  walls  were  brought  by 
van  from  Toronto  to  Cedar  Point  and 
there  loaded  on  a  scow  which  was 
tugged  across  the  Bay  by  the  Christian 
Island  ferry.  Once  on  the  Island,  the 
walls  were  hauled  by  tractor  and  sleigh 
to  our  new  location  where  they  were 
erected  on  a  cement  block  foundation. 
The  foundation  had  been  laid  in  freez- 
ing cold.  Despite  all  the  moving  and 
hauling,  not  one  window-pane  was 
broken. 

The  old  teacherage  had  been  plan- 
ned for  one  teacher.  With  the  increas- 


ed enrollment  in  our  school  and  the 
increase  in  our  staff  to  three  sisters, 
the  former  house  was  completely  in- 
adequate. It  is  wonderful  to  have  suffi- 
cient working  and  breathing  space  — 
but  our  pride  and  joy  is  the  picture 
window  which  frames  our  view  of 
beautiful  Georgian  Bay. 

The  accompanying  picture  was 
taken  last  August  when  Reverend  Fa- 
ther O.  Labelle,  S.J.  blessed  the  new 
house.  Pictured  with  Father  are  his 
sister,  who  was  visiting  the  Island,  and 
Sisters  O'Reilly,  MacMillan,  Coughlin 
and  Graf. 


FARGO— On  Saturday,  October  1, 
1960,  an  eager  and  anxious  crowd 
scanned  the  sky  for  a  first  glimpse  of 
the  jet-aircraft  which  would  bring  His 
Eminence,  Aloisius,  Cardinal  Muench 
back  to  Fargo,  (his  former  diocese)  for 
his  first  visit  since  his  elevation  to  the 
College  of  Cardinals  in  1959.  The 


MOUTHS  GO  AROUND  TALKING  WITH  EMPTY  HEADS 
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welcome  he  received  as  he  stepped 
from  the  aircraft  bespoke  the  love  and 
esteem  which  North  Dakotans  have  for 
His  Eminence.  At  last  he  had  come 
"home"  for  a  week  in  which  we  Far- 
goans  would  be  the  first  to  help  him 
celebrate  the  silver  jubilee  of  his  epis- 
copal consecration.  The  invitation, 
aptly  chosen  for  the  occasion,  was  from 
the  Psalms,  "Come  sing  the  Lord's 
praise  with  me,  Let  us  extol  His  name 
together." 

Visitors  from  all  over  the  United 
States  and  Canada  came  to  participate 
in  the  Pontifical  High  Mass  offered  by 
His  Eminence  on  October  4th  in  St. 
Mary's  Cathedral.  In  his  jubilee  ser- 
mon, Cardinal  Meyer  of  Chicago  said 
that  all  were  gathered  together  to  give 
glory  to  God  with  Cardinal  Muench 
through  Christ,  that  Christ  may  be 
glorified    in    all    things.  Cardinal 


Muench's  motto  is  "In  Omnibus 
Christi." 

The  climax  of  the  week's  celebra- 
tions came  at  the  civic  reception  on 
October  6th,  when  church,  government, 
civic  and  other  leaders  paid  tribute  to 
the  Cardinal's  work  as  Bishop  of  Fargo, 
as  Nuncio  to  Germany  and  now  for  his 
service  to  the  Church  as  a  Cardinal  as- 
signed to  the  Roman  Curia.  Governor 
John  E.  Davis  of  North  Dakota  pre- 
sented His  Eminence  with  a  citation 
for  his  accomplishments. 

The  Sisters  of  Service  have  been 
privileged  to  work  in  the  Fargo  Dio- 
cese, our  first  American  mission,  where 
we  came  at  the  invitation  of  His  Emin- 
ence when  he  was  Bishop  of  Fargo.  As 
he  returns  to  the  Eternal  City  we  pray 
God  to  continue  to  send  upon  His 
Eminence  the  spirit  of  His  saving  Grace 
and  the  continual  flow  of  His  Blessings. 


Yesterday 

Today 

Tomorrow 

There  are  two  days  in  every  week  about  which  we  should  not  worry,  two 
days  which  should  be  kept  free  from  fear  and  apprehension. 

One  of  these  days  is  YESTERDAY  with  its  mistakes  and  cares,  its  faults 
and  blunders,  its  aches  and  pains.  Yesterday  has  passed  forever  beyond 
our  control. 

All  the  money  in  the  world  cannot  bring  back  YESTERDAY.  We  cannot 
undo  a  single  act  we  performed;  we  cannot  erase  a  single  word  we  said. 
YESTERDAY  is  gone. 

THE  WAY  TO  A  MAN'S  HEART  MAY  BE  THROUGH  HIS  STOMACH, 
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The  other  day  we  should  not  worry  about  is  TOMORROW  with  its  pos- 
sible adversities,  its  burdens,  its  large  promise  and  poor  performance.  TOMOR- 
ROW is  also  beyond  our  immediate  control. 

TOMORROW'S  sun  will  rise,  either  in  splendour  or  behind  a  mask  of 
clouds — but  it  will  rise.  Until  it  does,  we  have  no  stake  in  TOMORROW,  for 
it  is  as  yet  unborn. 

This  leaves  only  one  day — TODAY.  Any  man  can  fight  the  battles  of 
just  one  day.  It  is  only  when  you  and  I  add  the  burdens  of  those  two  awful 
eternities— YESTERDAY  and  TOMORROW  that  we  break  down. 

It  is  not  the  experience  of  TODAY  that  drives  men  mad — it  is  remorse 
for  something  which  happened  YESTERDAY  and  the  dread  of  what  TOMOR- 
ROW may  bring. 

Let  us,  therefore,  live  but  one  day  at  a  time. 

Just  for  today  I  will  try  to  live  through  this  day  only,  and  not  tackle  my 
whole  life  problem  at  once.  I  can  do  something  for  twelve  hours  that  would 
appall  me  if  I  felt  that  I  had  to  keep  it  up  for  a  lifetime. 

Just  for  today  I  will  be  happy.  This  assumes  to  be  true  what  Abraham 
Lincoln  said,  that  "Most  folks  are  as  happy  as  they  make  up  their  minds  to 
be." 

Just  for  today  I  will  adjust  myself  to  what  is,  and  not  try  to  adjust  every- 
thing to  my  own  desires.  I  will  take  my  "luck"  as  it  comes,  and  fit  myself  to  it. 

Just  for  today  I  will  exercise  my  soul  in  three  ways:  I  will  do  somebody  a 
good  turn,  and  not  get  found  out:  if  anybody  knows  of  it,  it  will  not  count.  I 
will  do  at  least  two  things  I  don't  want  to  do — just  for  exercise.  I  will  not 
show  anyone  that  my  feelings  are  hurt:  they  may  be  hurt,  but  today  I  will  not 
show  it. 

Just  for  today  I  will  be  agreeable.  I  will  look  as  well  as  I  can,  dress  becom- 
ingly, talk  low,  act  courteously,  criticise  not  one  bit,  not  find  fault  with  any- 
thing, and  not  try  to  improve  or  regulate  anybody  except  myself. 

Just  for  today  I  will  be  unafraid.  Especially  I  will  not  be  afraid  to  enjoy 
what  is  beautiful,  and  to  believe  that  as  I  give  to  the  world,  so  the  world  will 
give  to  me.  Anon. 


BUT  YOU  DON'T  GET  THERE  BY  JUMPING  DOWN  HIS  THROAT 
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Book  Review 


To  All  Men,  by  McKenzie  Porter. 
McLelland  &  Stewart  Limited,  25 
Hollinger  Road,  Toronto  16.  148 
p.p.  $3.95. 

"By  the  time  this  book  appears  in 
print  we  may  be  sure  that  disaster  will 
strike  again  at  some  point  around  the 
globe,  laying  no  mean  stress  on  the 
energy,  skill  and  pocket  of  the  Cana- 
dian Red  Cross  Society.  It  is  equally 
certain  that  the  Society  will  not  shirk 
its  duty,  for  it  is  backed  by  one  of  the 
most  altruistic  nations  in  the  world." 

McKenzie  Porter's  absorbing  story 
of  the  Canadian  Red  Cross  Society 
offers  convincing  evidence  of  just  how 
much  energy,  skill  and  pocket  have 
gone  into  this  national  effort  since  its 
beginning  in  1865. 

The  book  begins  where  the  Red 
Cross  idea  began — in  Solferino,  Italy. 
It  was  following  the  battle  of  Solferino 
in  1859  that  the  Swiss  tycoon,  Jean 
Henri  Dunant,  "in  a  daze  of  horror" 
forgot  the  commercial  enterprise  which 
had  brought  him  to  Solferino.  He  con- 
centrated instead  on  the  relief  of  the 
wounded.  He  gathered  together  a 
group  of  volunteers  for  whom  he 
coined  the  watchword,  "Tutti  fratelli!" 
— all  are  brothers.  Thus  national  dis- 
tinctions were  ignored  in  caring  for 


the  worst  cases  first.  At  Solferino,  the 
Red  Cross  idea  was  born. 

An  international  treaty  was  signed 
at  Geneva  in  1864  which  gave  neutral 
status  to  the  military  hospitals  and  the 
medical  personnel  of  the  signatories. 
In  1865  Britain's  signature  was  added 
to  the  Geneva  Convention,  committing 
Canada  and  other  Commonwealth 
countries.  It  was  only  in  1927  that 
the  International  Committee  recog- 
nized the  Canadian  Red  Cross  as  an 
independent  national  society.  Since 
1865  the  accomplishments  of  the 
Canadian  Red  Cross  Society  in  war 
and  in  disaster  have  been  Herculean. 

Mr.  Porter's  straightforward  style 
enhances  the  effectiveness  of  the  story. 
He  wisely  avoids  embellishments 
which  could  have  reduced  pathos  to 
bathos.  The  depths  of  human  suffer- 
ing and  the  glory  of  compassionate 
charity  speak  eloquently  for  them- 
selves. 

To  All  Men  is  an  interesting  and  a 
rewarding  book.  It  is  a  contribution 
to  Canadian  history-in-the-making 
which  should  bring  a  glow  of  pride  to 
Canadian  readers.  More  importantly 
it  is  an  encouraging  reminder  that  in 
the  heart  of  man  there  is  still  a  tre- 
mendous capacity  for  self-sacrificing 
generosity  on  behalf  of  the  family  of 
man.  EMZ 
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Our  cover  this  issue  depicts  a  Sister  of  Service  welcoming  an  immigrant 
family  at  one  of  the  four  eastern  ports  of  entry.  As  a  dedicated  religious  and 
with  unfailing  kindness  and  understanding  she  forges  the  first  link  in  the  new 
chain  of  events  which  gives  the  immigrant  a  feeling  of  being  wanted  in  the 
land  of  their  choice. 


Sheep  and  Lambs 

All  in  the  April  evening, 
April  airs  were  abroad; 
The  sheep  with  their  little  lambs 

Passed  me  by  on  the  road. 
The  sheep  with  their  little  lambs 

Passed  me  by  on  the  road; 
All  in  the  April  evening 

I  thought  on  the  Lamb  of  God. 
The  lambs  were  weary  and  crying 

With  a  wea\,  human  cry. 
I  thought  on  the  Lamb  of  God 

Going  mee\ly  to  die. 
Up  in  the  blue,  blue  mountains 

Dewy  pastures  are  sweet; 
Rest  for  the  little  bodies, 
Rest  for  the  little  feet. 
But  for  the  Lamb  of  God 

Up  on  a  hilltop  green 
Only  a  cross  of  shame 

Two  star\  crosses  between. 
All  in  the  April  evening, 

J,     April  airs  were  abroad; 
I  saw  the  sheep  with  their  lambs 
And  thought  on  the  Lamb  of  God. 


Katherine  Tynan 


Peace  of  the  Risen  Christ  fill  the  hearts  of  our  readers  at 
Easter  and  throughout  the  year. 
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Memo 


from  the  Editor  s  desk 


In  our  October  issue  we  featured  the  work  of  the  Sisters  of  Service  in  the 
Vicariate  of  Grouard  in  Northern  Alberta.  The  response  to  that  particular  issue 
made  us  feel  that  we  had  struck  a  chord  which  could  be  sustained  through  future 
issues.  Consequently  it  is  without  any  hesitation  that  we  now  feature  our  work 
in  the  Archdiocese  of  Edmonton. 

Religious  Correspondence  School 

In  January  1925  three  Sisters  left  Toronto  for  Edmonton — to  establish  our 
first  mission  in  Alberta.  The  first  work  committed  to  the  Sisters  was  a  survey  of 
the  city  with  a  view  to  finding  Catholic  families,  particularly  families  of  Catholic 
New  Canadians.  Gradually  catechetical  work  was  added  to  the  census-taking, 
until  at  the  end  of  1925,  the  Religious  Correspondence  School  was  established. 
Now,  thirty-five  years  later,  the  school,  which  is  well-organized  and  as  well- 
equipped  as  operating  on  almost-no-budget  will  allow,  sends  out  and  corrects 
approximately  30,000  catechism  lessons  a  year — free  of  charge.  We  will  never 
know,  this  side  of  Heaven,  what  these  lessons  have  meant  in  terms  of  preservation 
of  the  Faith  in  the  great  rural  areas  of  our  two  western-most  provinces. 

St.  John's  Hospital,  Edson 

In  the  July  1926  issue  of  THE  FIELD  AT  HOME  we  read:  "Edson,  a  divi- 
sional point  of  the  main  line  of  the  C.N.R.,  between  Edmonton  and  Jasper,  will 
soon  see  the  Sisters  at  work  in  an  abandoned  municipal  hospital.  From  there 
some  will  radiate,  as  catechists,  into  the  mining  camps  south  of  this  point." 

EVENING  IS  THAT  PERIOD  OF  THE  DAY  WHEN  PEOPLE 
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St.  John's  Hospital,  Edson,  was  officially  opened  in  the  old  municipal  hospi- 
tal building  on  December  8,  1926.  A  new  hospital  was  built  in  1931;  most  of  the 
mines  in  what  was  then  known  as  the  "Alberta  Coal  Branch"  have  since  been 
closed;  the  town  of  Edson  has  grown  greatly;  tremendous  changes  have  occurred 
in  the  whole  area  but  the  hospital  goes  on,  the  Sisters  still  minister  to  the  sick 
and  the  needy  strong  in  their  belief  of  the  truth  of  Frederick  Ozanam's  words: 
"When  the  world  has  ceased  to  believe  in  miracles  and  sermons  it  will  still  believe 
in  charity." 


Residential  Club,  Edmonton 

The  fourth  mission  in  the  Archdiocese  of  Edmonton  is  the  Edmonton  Resi- 
dential Club  for  girls  which  was  opened  on  May  9,  1929.  (Our  Lady's  Hospital 
in  Vilna,  which  pre-dates  both  Edson  and  the  Edmonton  Club,  is  now  in  the 
Diocese  of  St.  Paul,  Alberta.)  Over  the  years  105th  Street,  as  it  is  known  to  the 
Sisters,  has  been  a  home  not  only  to  hundreds  of  young  girls  but  to  itinerant 
S.O.S.  from  all  over  Alberta.  Perhaps  one  of  the  greatest  contributions  made  by 
this  mission  to  the  Church  in  Alberta  has  been  in  the  opportunity  it  affords  dozens 
of  young  students  to  live  a  complete  Catholic  life — for  the  first  time  in  their  lives 
— and  to  take  that  Catholic  way  of  life  back  with  them  to  their  schools,  their 
homes,  their  work  in  the  rural  areas. 

The  Sisters  are  grateful  for  the  opportunities  which  have  been  and  are  theirs 
in  Edmonton  Archdiocese.  The  opportunities  to  serve  are  almost  limitless.  They 
require,  however,  an  army  of  Sisters  to  carry  the  banner  and  the  light  of  Faith  to 
the  spiritually  underprivileged  members  of  the  Mystical  Body  of  Christ. 


Latin  America 

It  is  true  that  the  Home  Missions  are  the  particular  concern  of  the  Sisters 
of  Service  but  no  true  missionary,  no  true  Catholic  can  be  indifferent  to  the 
needs  of  the  Universal  Church  wherever  and  whatever  those  needs  may  be.  Our 
Holy  Father,  Pope  John  XXIII,  has  sent  out  a  clarion  call  for  spiritual  help  for 
Latin  America.  The  Bishops  of  Canada  and  the  United  States  have  rallied  around 
the  Pontiff  and  are  making  giant  efforts  to  supply  the  needed  assistance  by  send- 
ing priests  and  sisters  to  Latin  America  and  by  urging  the  faithful  at  home  to 
storm  heaven  in  a  veritable  crusade  of  prayer. 

It  is  our  hope  that  in  this  and  later  issues  of  THE  FIELD  AT  HOME  we 
Sisters  of  Service  may  add  something  to  the  general  effort  by  devoting  a  section 
of  our  magazine  to  the  Church  in  Latin  America.  In  this  isssue  we  turn  our  atten- 
tion to  Our  Lady  of  Guadalupe,  Mother  and  Empress  of  all  the  Americas,  under 
whose  gentle  auspices  we  place  all  that  now  or  subsequently  appears  in  our  pages 
on  this  subject  of  great  moment  to  all  of  us. 

DO  THE  CRAZIEST  THINGS  TO  KEEP  FROM  GOING  TO  BED 
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Alberta— land  of  beautiful  skies,  magnificent  distances  and  tre- 
mendous challenge  to  the  missionary. 


ARCHDIOCESE  OF  TORONTO     ARCHDIOCESE  OF  EDMONTON 

Area  4'600  square  miles  32,046  square  miles 

Catholic  population ....    350,000  105,000 

Priests    540  221 

Sisters    1,300  602 

87  with  resident  priest; 

Cnurches  150  22  with  seating  capacity 

of  400 

Hospitals  (Catholic)  6  (total  bed  capacity  2,071)  14  (total  bed  capacity  1,614) 

Students  in 

Catholic  schools  53,000  18,857 


DON'T  BE  A  CLOUD  BECAUSE  YOU  CAN'T  BE  A  STAR 


PAGE  FOUR 


APRIL  1961 


Sisters  of  Service  in  the 

Archdiocese  of  Edmonton 


Religious  Correspondence  School,  Ed- 
monton—Opened January  22,  1925. 
Catechism  lessons  corrected  in  past  5 
years,  148,855. 


Residential  Club,  Edmonton  —  Opened 
May  9,  1929.  Girls  accommodated  in 
past  5  years,  1,036. 


St.  John's  Hospital,  Edson,  Alberta. 
Opened  December  8,  1926.  Patients 
admitted  in  past  5  years,  8,415. 


In  Edmonton  a 


Reverberating  Residence 

Sister  L.  A.  Tyszko 


From  the  outside  it  looks  quiet  and 
peaceful  enough  —  the  big  cream- 
coloured  house  with  green  and  white 
trim  on  Edmonton's  105th  street.  In- 
side?— But  do  come  inside  and  see  for 
yourselves. 

When  you  step  inside  the  front  door 
which  is  only  locked  for  a  few  night 
hours,  you  may  find  quietness  if  the 
girls  are  all  out  at  work  or  at  school. 
Or  you  may  happen  in  on  the  one  Sun- 

The  girls  offered  to  do  the  dishes.  "We 
do  them  every  day  anyway/7 


A  WISE  WOMAN  PUTS  A  GRAIN 


PAGE  SIX 


day  in  the  year  when  the  Day  or  Recol- 
lection is  held.  On  that  day  usually  exu- 
berant teenagers  move  silently  and 
sedately  from  chapel  to  dining-room  to 
living-room  where  reading  material 
conducive  to  prayer  and  meditation 
lies  invitingly  about.  That  is,  on  the 
Day  of  Recollection  the  house  is  quiet 
until  after  the  last  conference  and 
Benediction  of  the  Most  Blessed  Sacra- 
ment about  5  p.m.  After  that  it  will 
sound  just  like  what  it  is — a  residence 
for  30  lively  young  girls  who  like  jive- 
ing,  TV  and  rock-and-roll  music  all  at 
the  same  time  and  the  louder  the  better. 

The  house  does  tone  down  when  the 
girls  have  a  sing-song.  After  dinner 
any  evening  a  group  may  gather  around 
the  piano  to  sing  or  dance;  or  on  a  Sun- 
day afternoon  when  some  of  the  boys 
with  good  voices  drop  in  to  join  in. 
Sometimes  the  boys  are  invited  for 
dinner  but  there  is  usually  a  catch — 
perhaps  the  driveway  is  covered  with 
newly-fallen  snow  and  needs  shovel- 
ling. The  boys  accept  this  as  part  of 
"feeling-at-home"  in  a  house  where 
there  are  no  men  residents. 

Only  one  man  resides  here  and  that 
temporarily — the  snowman.  When  the 
snow  is  soft  and  white,  it  is  great  fun  to 
don  woolies  and  get  out  there  rolling  it 

SUGAR  INTO  EVERYTHING  SHE  TELLS  HER 
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around.  With  eight  or  ten  girls  on  the 
job  it  takes  no  time  at  all  and  there  he 
stands — the  man  of  the  house!  And 
that  stops  the  traffic!  People  stop,  look 
and  smile — everybody  likes  a  snow- 
man, especially  holding  an  empty  beer 
bottle.  The  bottle  disappeared  as  soon 
as  one  of  the  Sisters  spied  and  hurriedly 
removed  it. 

That  is  what  is  so  nice  about  this 
house.  The  girls  have  a  good  time  yet 
learn  to  do  things  nicely.  They  can  be 
tomboys  one  minute  and  modest  young 
ladies  the  next.  On  the  night  before 
their  annual  Christmas  dinner  they 
were  climbing  up  and  down  the  walls 
decorating  the  rooms,  spraying  artifi- 
cial snow  on  one  another's  hair  and 
eating  up  all  the  refreshments  the  Sis- 
ters could  supply.  At  6.30  p.m.  the 
night  of  the  dinner,  30  girls,  beautifully 
attired,  took  their  places  at  the  taste- 
fully decorated  table  and  waited  for 
Archbishop  Jordan  to  say  grace. 

Relaxed  and  at  ease  the  girls  could 
enjoy  having  the  Archbishop  and  the 
Residence  Chaplain  at  their  Christmas 
dinner.  Two  of  the  girls  from  Fort  St. 
John,  B.C.,  were  particularly  thrilled. 
As  one  of  them  put  it  when  she  thank- 
ed Archbishop  Jordan,  "It  has  been 
wonderful  for  me  because  Your  Grace 
confirmed  me  when  you  were  our  Bish- 
op in  the  Vicariate  of  Prince  Rupert." 
Another  girl  thanked  the  Sisters  and 
presented  them  with  red  and  white  car- 
nations in  decorative  vases.  Just  as 
gracefully  the  girls  insisted  on  washing 
the  dishes — "we  do  them  every  day 
anyway" — and  then  all  settled  down  to 
singing  carols  followed  by  a  lunch  and 
the  inevitable  dancing. 

Lest  the  impression  be  given  that 
all  is  frivolity,  there  is  some  spiritu- 
ality and  even  some  apostolicity  in 
all  this.  There  is  Mass  daily  for  those 


Camillia  Prevost  from  Grande  Prairie 
with  her  catechism  pupils. 

who  wish  to  attend  and  the  Family 
Rosary  is  recited  each  evening  by 
the  girls  themselves.  High  Mass  is 
usually  sung  once  a  week.  The  eve- 
ning before  the  High  Mass  we  have 
choir  practice  for  those  who  love  to 
sing.  Those  who  don't,  participate  in 
the  Mass  responses.  Since  the  Sisters 
generally  sing  with  the  choir,  the  girls 
themselves  make  the  responses  and  ring 
the  bell  at  the  proper  times. 

A  project  dear  to  some  of  the  girls 
was  accompanying  three  of  the  Sisters 
every  Sunday  morning  to  the  R.C.A.F. 
Station  at  Namao  to  attend  Mass  and 
then  to  teach  catechism  to  the  child- 
ren. This  year  the  lay  teachers  are 
supplied  at  the  base  and  the  Sisters  are 
(Continued  on  page  32) 


HUSBAND  AND  TAKES  EVERYTHING  HE  TELLS  HER  WITH  A  GRAIN  OF  SALT 
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In  Edson  an  S.O.S.  nurse 
spends  her 


First  Night  in  White 


Sister  Joan  Schafhauser 


Ed.  note:  Until  December  8,  1960,  S.O.S.  nurses  wore  gray 
chambray  habits  with  white  aprons  and  the  usual  gray  cap. 


S.O.S.  nursing  staff  in  Edson.  Left  to  right,  Sisters  B.  Jackson,  K.  Allen, 
M.  Knechtel,  J.  Schafhauser,  B.  DeMarsh  and  M.  Roberts. 


IT'S  FOOLISH  TO  RESENT  GROWING  OLD  — 
PAGE  EIGHT 


MANY  PEOPLE  DO  NOT  HAVE  THAT  PRIVILEGE 
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It  was  December  8th,  an  immaculate 
feast,  when  we  donned  our  immaculate 
white.  With  a  little  more  fervour  I 
thanked  Him  for  having  clothed  me  in 
this  uniform  and  asked  that  I  may  be  a 
religious  not  in  name  and  habit  only, 
but  that  I  may  wear  it  for  His  greater 
glory.  8.30  p.m.  I  began  the  night 
rounds.  My  first  few  steps  were  re- 
traced immediately  to  answer  the 
phone.  "Sister,  an  accident."  My  re- 
sponse was  the  same  in  white  as  in  grey 
— the  stretcher  was  wheeled  to  the  am- 
bulance entrance,  the  operating  room 
was  set  up — Dextran  on  hand — and 
they  arrived,  the  victims  of  a  terrible 
car  accident.  Leaning  close  to  one  I  said 
the  Act  of  Contrition  while  his  lips 
moved  in  silent  response. 

9.00  p.m.  I  accompanied  the  Doctor 
as  he  made  his  final  rounds  in  the 
children's  ward  to  check  his  tonsillec- 
tomies for  the  next  day. 

"Is  this  tomorrow  yet?"  asked  Rickie 
in  wide-eyed  expectation  of  the  big  day! 

After  listening  to  Peter's  chest  the 
Doctor  said,  "How  would  you  like  to 
get  up  and  walk  tomorrow?" 

"Well,"  hesitating  .  .  .  "it  all  depends 
on  her,"  as  he  pointed  a  chubby  finger 
at  me. 

9.30  p.m.  On  to  the  men's  ward  to 
see  the  elderly  gentlemen  from  90  years 
up. 

"Sister,"  called  blind  Mr.  Sharr  who, 
at  95,  is  in  the  stage  of  blissful  senility, 
"what  is  this  other  arm  doing  here  in 
bed  with  me?" 

I  assured  him  calmly  that  it  was  his 
own  paralyzed  arm  he  was  holding  up 
to  me. 

"Well,  I'll  be  damned,"  he  grinned 
back. 

12.00  Midnight.  The  new  day  began 
with  the  sound  of  a  car  making  a  fast 
stop  at  the  hospital  entrance.  I  turned 
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The  operating  room  was  set  up. 
Sister  Trautman  and  Pete. 


the  lights  on  and  rushed  to  the  door  as 
Mr.  Sand  panted,  "Its  almost  here!"  It 
was  quite  chilly  as  Mike  was  born  but 
he  responded  well  to  the  chilly  air.  I 
wrapped  him  up  and  gave  him  to  Mrs. 
Sand  as  the  proud  father  carried  both 
inside.  My  "white"  was  a  little  the 
worse  for  this  adventure. 

3.00  a.m.  All  was  very  quiet  now  as  I 
crossed  by  the  front  stairs.  I  glanced 
into  the  still  darkness  outside.  There 
against  the  window  was  little  old  Mrs. 
Kean.  She  rapped  on  the  glass  as  she 
noticed  me.  I  hoped  I  could  help  her, 
whatever  she  wanted. 

"Sister,"  she  was  breathing  fast,  "we 
have  no  phone  and  my  husband  is  very 
sick.  Please  get  the  doctor."  She  was 
calm  and  resigned  as  the  doctor  drove 
her  home  to  her  sick  one. 

5.00  a.m.  The  sun  was  rising  now 
and  the  sky  ablaze  with  red.  The  pa- 
tients in  St.  John's  had  come  through 
their  night  of  sickness.  I  prayed,  as  I 
started  my  morning  work,  "Help  me 
see  Thee  in  the  persons  of  the  sick  and 
let  them  see  Thee  in  me." 


COURAGE  AND  PATIENCE  ARE  VIRTUES  YOU  HAVE  UNTIL  YOU  NEED  THEM 
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Edmonton 
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Life  in  a  Religious  Correspondence 
School  is  not  merely  the  dull  routine  of 
correcting  endless  catechism  lessons. 
Some  of  the  lighthearted  gaiety  of  the 
thousands  of  pupils  taught  from  the 
three  schools,  (Edmonton,  Regina  and 
Fargo,  North  Dakota)  is  bound  to  rub 
off  on  the  teachers — via  Her  Majesty's 
and  Uncle  Sam's  mail.  Readers  of  THE 
FIELD  AT  HOME  know  the  charm  of 
the  children's  letters;  letters  which  may 
cause  either  stinging  tears  or  spontan- 
eous laughter.  These  letters  are  prima 
facie  evidence  of  the  value  of  the  Cor- 
respondence Schools.  They  are  a  revel- 
ation of  the  quiet,  silent  work  which  is 
being  done  by  the  Sisters  in  an  immense 
classroom  which  is  none  other  than  the 
homes  of  Catholic  families  scattered 
throughout  the  rural  areas  of  Western 
Canada  and  North  Dakota. 

No,  life  for  the  Sister-catechist  is  not 
dull.  From  the  early  morning  mail- 
sorting  by  Sister  Gilmore,  Superior  of 
the  Edmonton  School,  until  time  for 
night  prayers,  the  Sisters  are  busy  with 
the  multitude  of  details  which  goes  into 
the  making  of  successful  correspon- 
dence courses.  In  our  picture  Sister 
Frances  Coffey  corrects  lessons  in  her 
corner  of  the  office.  All  the  other  cor- 
ners are  similarly  occupied  by  cate- 
chists  hard  at  work.  Sister  McPhee  is 
running-off  lessons  on  the  Gestetner, 
lessons  for  which  stencils  had  to  be  cut 
and  art- work  done.  Sister  Coates  is 
checking  her  teaching-aids,  in  this  case, 
a  chart  to  be  used  in  weekend  teaching 
outside  the  city.  Stacked  on  the  shelves 
in  the  background  are  the  various  les- 
sons in  the  courses  which  range  from 
pre-school  through  Grade  XI.  Sunday 
teaching  at  Griesbach,  the  Army  Post 
outside  Edmonton  is  done  by  two  Sis- 
ters. The  picture  shows  Sister  McPhee 
with  a  group  of  little  ones  on  First  Holy 
Communion  Sunday. 
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Happily,  there  are  always  volunteers  to  offer  much- appreciated  assistance. 
Folding  lessons,  for  instance,  even  with  a  folding-machine,  is  a  time-consuming 
business  to  which  Bernadette  Hawkeswell  generously  applies  herself.  The  great- 
est help  of  all,  of  course,  comes  from  Him,  in  Whom,  through  Whom  and  for 
Whom  the  Sisters  work.  Sisters  Morgan,  McPhee  and  Coates  are  shown  in  the 
small  chapel  during  a  period  of  formal  prayer,  but  with  love  as  its  motive  all  of 
life  is  an  informal  prayer. 

No,  life  for  a  Sister  catechist  is  not  dull.  Where  the  motivation  is  love,  even 
routine  can  be  a  stimulating  challenge. 


PAGE  TWELVE 
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South  of  the  Border 


Census 


Early  in  1960  His  Excellency  Bish- 
op Dworschak  appointed  our  chaplain, 
Reverend  Father  James  Walsh,  pastor 
of  the  new  Nativity  parish  in  Fargo.  On 
September  1st  the  parish  was  canoni- 
cally  erected  thus  dividing  St.  An- 
thony's parish.  In  order  that  the  parish 
could  get  off  to  a  good  start  with  accur- 
ate records,  we  were  asked  to  take  the 
parish  census. 

On  Labour  Day,  September  5th,  just 
four  days  after  the  canonical  erection 
of  the  parish,  we  motored  to  Manitoba 
Junction  to  meet  the  Winnipeg-St.  Paul 
train.  Sister  Schenck  was  coming  to 
help  us  take  the  door-to-door  census 
and  we  were  ready  to  welcome  her  with 
open  arms.  We  knew  that  Sister's  wide 
experience  and  apostolic  interest  in 
people  would  do  much  to  smooth  any 
difficulties  we  might  encounter  in  our 
new  undertaking. 

We  wasted  no  time  but  began  work 
on  the  morning  after  Labour  Day  after 
a  quick  briefing.  Four  of  us  started  off 
in  the  car  which  was  to  be  parked  in 
some  spot  convenient  to  all  of  us.  We 
carried  loose-leaf  binders  with  the  cen- 
sus-sheets. Improvised  folders  attach- 
ed to  the  inner  cover  contained  pencils, 
a  map  of  the  area  to  be  covered,  infor- 
mation relative  to  the  time  of  Masses, 
Confessions  and  the  telephone  number 
of  the  temporary  Nativity  Parish  office 
et  cetera. 

As  the  beautiful  autumn  days  passed 

FOOTPRINTS  ON  THE  SANDS  OF  TIME 


taking 

Sister  M.  Haut 


the  Sisters  became  familiar  figures  on 
the  streets  and  avenues  of  South 
Fargo.  We  covered  the  district  from 
the  Red  River  to  the  rural  area  of  West 
Fargo  and  every  avenue  south  of  13th 
to  the  city  limits  and  beyond  to  the 
distant  farms.  By  the  end  of  the  month 
the  entire  district  had  been  visited;  we 
estimated  1,500  calls  including  a  visit 
to  the  Children's  Village  and  the  Luth- 
eran Welfare  Agency.  We  were  now 
ready  to  make  our  re-calls  to  those 
whom  we  were  not  able  to  contact  on 
our  first  visit.  We  were  truly  grateful 
to  the  many  kind  Jewish  and  Lutheran 
people  who  received  us  most  gracious- 

iy- 

All  is  not  smooth  in  census-taking 
but  it  has  its  brighter  moments  especi- 
ally with  the  children.  One  youngster 
caught  up  with  Sister  on  the  street  and 
said,  "Say,  what  are  you?" 

"Why  do  you  want  to  know?" 

"Because  you  are  wearing  men's 
shoes,"  was  the  unexpected  reply.  (I 
guess  black  oxfords  are  passe.) 

Another  little  three-year-old  girl, 
having  quizzically  appraised  Sister, 
tugged  at  her  mother's  dress  and  asked, 
"Is  she  part  God?" 

Out  of  the  mouths  of  babes — the 
doctrine  of  the  Divine  Indwelling.  We 
pray  that,  as  a  result  of  our  work  on  the 
census,  God  may  be  a  more  honoured 
guest  in  the  hearts  of  some  whom  we 
visited. 

ARE  NEVER  MADE  BY  SITTING  DOWN 
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For  Pete  Sakes 


Sister  L.  Trautman 


This  is  being  written  for  Pete  Sakes' 
tenth  anniversary.  Pete,  a  captivating 
clown  puppet,  first  saw  the  light  of  day 
in  the  Capital  city  of  Ottawa  ten  years 
ago.  It  is  true  his  head  was  cast  in  a 
borrowed  plaster  mold  and  his  body 
parts  were  donations  from  kind  mem- 
bers of  the  Puppetry  Group  at  the  Ot- 
tawa Community  Centre,  but  he  was 
clothed  from  scraps  of  material  found 
here  and  there  in  our  own  Rosary  Hall 
in  Ottawa.  His  body  sections  were  as- 
sembled partly  at  the  Ottawa  Centre 
and  partly  in  the  workshop  of  the  Ot- 
tawa Normal  School  where  I  was  at- 
tending summer  school.  Between  ses- 
sions Pete's  head  was  painted  with  the 


Sister  Trautman  and  Pete 


famous  spots  and  the  infectious  grin 
which  have  given  him  his  genial  per- 
sonality. To  enhance  this  geniality, 
Pete  was  clothed  in  a  white  satin  suit 
with  red  ruffs  and  red  velvet  buttons. 
A  small  satin  hat  topped  his  bald  head 
and  black  yarn  hair  protruded  from 
under  the  hat.  He  wore  large  kid  gloves. 
Store-string  was  used  at  first,  to  string 
his  body.  It  was  evident,  even  then, 
from  his  perfect  balancing,  that  he  was 
not  going  to  be  just  any  ordinary  pup- 
pet. A  friend  at  the  Normal  School, 
after  seeing  Pete  perform  returned  with 
a  reel  of  black  nylon  fishline.  Strung 
with  nylon  and  standing  27  inches, 
Pete  was  itching  to  start  his  career. 

Pete's  career  has  included  consider- 
able travel.  He  has  been  to  Toronto, 
Ottawa,  has  lived  on  Christian  Island, 
has  visited  Penetang,  Lafontaine,  Kit- 
chener, Winnipeg,  Camp  Morton, 
Saskatoon,  LeRoy  and  Sinnett.  While 
visiting  in  Toronto  it  was  through  Pete 
that  I  met  Mr.  George  Merten,  head  of 
the  Community  Programmes  Branch. 
He  had  dozens  of  puppets  about  Pete's 
size  and  as  many  different  characters 
as  there  were  puppets.  The  one  that 
intrigued  Pete  the  most  was  the  im- 
mense genie  which  appeared  on  the 
stage-floor  out  of  a  green  mist  of  angel- 
hair.  The  genie  was  with  the  Aladdin 
troupe  of  puppets.  Mr.  Merten  gave  us 
many  new  ideas  and  we  left  him  armed 
with  quantities  of  puppet  materials. 
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Pete,  Ernie,  Richard,  Kawliga,  Snowflake,  Graci- 
ella  and  Jock. 


Pete  spent  two  busy  years  pioneer- 
ing on  Christian  Island.  During  that 
time  he  was  joined  by  seven  fellow 
puppets  of  various  sizes.  They  were. 
Graciella,  a  girl  puppet  in  a  wine  satin 
dress,  silly-looking  but  comical;  Jock, 
who  was  bald  and  wise-looking;  Ernie 
was  a  clown  and  could  be  used  to 
represent  several  characters;  Richard, 
the  smallest  and  cutest,  was  dressed  as 
a  cowboy  and  carried  a  plastic  guitar. 
There  was  Kawliga,  an  Indian  brave  in 
braids,  red  feather  and  a  peace  pipe. 
He  was  followed  by  Snowflake,  an  In- 
dian princess  who  was  quite  stunning  in 
a  beaded  deerskin  suit.  Pete  joined  his 
fellow-puppets  in  several  plays  and 
variety  shows.  We  even  did  Bernadette 
of  Lourdes  with  the  puppets. 

Since  coming  to  Sinnett  Pete  has  en- 
tertained each  new  group  of  students 
as  they  come  in.  He  has  been  the  in- 
spiration for  the  making  of  junior 
marionettes  such  as  The  Three  Bears, 
Goldilocks  and  Johnny  the  Teenager. 
In  addition  to  these,  Pete  has  seen 
flocks  of  hand  puppets  come  into  be- 
ing and  has  welcomed  school  audiences 
to  such  hand-puppet  shows  as  Hansel 
and  Gretel,  The  Frog  Prince  and  Little 
Red  Riding  Hood. 

Pete  has  been  a  hard  worker.  Be- 
lieve it  or  not  his  first  suit  was  worn  to 


ribbons.  It  had  to  be  replaced  one 
summer  recently  when  Pete  took  part  in 
the  Puppet  Section  of  a  Summer  School 
Art  Exhibition  in  Saskatoon.  Each 
time  he  performed,  his  comic  dancing, 
mimicry  and  tricks  enthralled  the  audi- 
ence. He  particularly  delights  in  en- 
tertaining children  of  five  to  eight 
years.  Their  charming  and  spontaneous 
laughter  pleases  him  greatly.  He  bows, 
tips  his  head  left  and  right,  salutes  with 
his  big  right  hand  all  at  the  same  time. 
He  tumbles  down,  looks  stupid  or 
done-in  as  he  joggles  one  knee.  He  can 
stand  on  his  head,  bend  backwards  or 
throw  out  his  chest  and  dangle  his  arms 
in  a  really  humorous  fashion.  He  dan- 
ces to  any  tune  and  loves  to  sidle  up  to 
children  in  a  cunning,  intimate  way, 
cocking  his  head  from  side  to  side. 
This,  of  course,  makes  the  children 
bubble  with  merriment.  So  realistic  is 
Pete  that  at  this  point  the  children  think 
he  is  talking.  What  they  hear  at  close 
range  is  the  squeak  made  by  his  neck- 
joint.  They  mimic  the  clicking  and 
many  are  the  "ohs"  and  "ahs"  as  Pete 
makes  his  farewell  bow  and  gestures 
goodbye. 

If  Pete's  biographer  does  not  make 
a  farewell  bow  and  gesture  goodbye 
just  about  now,  the  long-suffering  read- 
ers are  apt  to  close  the  magazine  with 
a  weary  "Ah,  for  Pete  Sakes!" 
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Profession  at  Candlemas 
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Sister  Patricia  Burke 
St.  John's,  Newfoundland 
Final  Vows 

t 

Sister  Jacqueline  Saucier 
Sarnia,  Ontario 
Final  Vows 

Sister  Hilda  Lunney 
Saint  John,  N.B. 
First  Vows 

i  i  i  j  § 


New  novices:  Sisters  Darlene  Burghart,  Goodridge,  North  Dakota;  Francis  Potvin, 
Ottawa,  Ont.;  Laurene  Krispin,  Toledo,  Ohio;  Gertrude  Wiseman,  St.  John's, 
Nfld.;  Sheila  Murphy,  Toronto,  Ont. 
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Mary  lifts  aloft  knowingly  the  Light  of  the  world,  realizing  that  it 
will  burn  itself  out,  like  a  candle,  in  order  to  give  light  to  a  world 
in  darkness.  She  is  the  Candlestick  holding  the  Christ-Candle  which 
begins  its  burning  on  the  presentation  day.  The  falling  wax  is  His 
human  flesh,  the  burning  taper,  His  human  soul,  the  brightness  of 
the  glow,  His  divinity. 

Robert  J.  O'Connell,  S.J.  in  Citadel  of  Wisdom 
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Latin  America 


Our  Lady  of  Guadalupe 


At  dawn  on  December  9th,  153 1,  on 
Tepeyac  Hill  near  Mexico  City,  Our 
Blessed  Lady  appeared  to  an  Indian 
named  Juan  Diego.  She  revealed  her- 
self to  him  as  "The  ever  Virgin  Mother 
of  the  True  God,"  and  made  known  her 
desire  that  a  shrine  be  built  there  to 
bear  witness  to  her  love,  her  compas- 
sion, her  succour  and  protection.  "For 
I  am  a  merciful  Mother,"  she  said,  "to 
you  and  to  all  your  fellow  men  on  this 
earth  who  love  me  and  trust  me  and 
invoke  my  help.  Therefore,  go  to  the 
palace  of  the  Bishop  in  Mexico  and  say 
that  I  sent  you  to  manifest  to  him  my 
great  desire." 

The  Bishop  was  loath  to  believe  the 
Indian's  story.  So  Juan  returned  to 
Our  Lady  on  Tepeyac  and  told  of  his 
failure.  She  bade  him  go  back  a  second 
time.  The  Bishop  then  requested  that 
the  Lady  give  him  some  sign.  Juan  re- 
ported this  to  her  and  she  promised  to 
grant  a  sign  on  the  following  morning. 
But  Juan  was  prevented  from  coming 
by  a  sudden  illness  of  his  uncle,  Juan 
Bernardino.  The  next  day,  December 
12th,  when  he  was  on  his  way  by  Tepe- 
yac hill  to  Mexico  City  to  bring  a  priest 
to  the  dying  man,  Our  Lady  came 
down  to  meet  him.  She  assured  him  of 
his  uncle's  recovery  and  told  him  to 
gather  the  fresh  roses  which  he  would 
find  growing  on  the  frosty  summit  of 
the  rocky  and  barren  hill.  This  done, 
she  arranged  the  roses  in  his  mantle, 
and  bade  him  show  them  to  the  Bishop, 
giving  an  account  of  their  origin.  To 
the  Bishop's  amazement,  when  Juan 
opened  up  his  mantle  there  was  im- 
pressed upon  it  a  beautiful  image  of 
Our  Lady  exactly  as  she  had  appeared 


at  Tepeyac.  Earlier  in  the  day,  in  an- 
other apparition  granted  to  Juan's 
uncle  whom  she  cured,  our  Blessed 
Mother  intimated  that  she  wished  to 
be  called  Holy  Mary  of  Guadalupe. 

This  miraculous  picture  marvelously 
preserved  can  still  be  seen  over  the  high 
altar  of  the  Basilica  of  Our  Lady  of 
Guadalupe  which  was  built  on  the  site 
she  requested. 

In  1945  Pope  Pius  XII  proclaimed 
Our  Lady  of  Guadalupe  Mother  and 
Empress  of  the  Americas.  Our  present 
Holy  Father,  Pope  John  XXIII  has 
asked  for  a  concerted  effort  by  all 
Catholics  for  the  Church  in  Latin 
America.  How  better  can  we  answer  his 
plea  than  by  a  campaign  of  prayer  to 
Our  Lady  of  Guadalupe.  She  will  not 
fail  us,  she  cannot,  she  has  promised. 
These  are  some  of  her  words  to  Juan 
Diego  on  the  hill  of  Tepeyac: 

"Listen  my  son  ...  do  not  be  troubl- 
ed nor  disturbed  by  anything  .  .  .  Do 
not  fear  illness,  nor  any  other  distress- 
ing occurrence,  nor  pain  .  .  .  Am  I  not 
your  Mother?  .  .  .  Have  I  not  placed 
you  on  my  lap  and  made  you  my  re- 
sponsibility? Do  you  need  anything 
else?  .  .  .  From  this  temple  I  will  mani- 
fest my  compassion  to  all  who  solicit 
my  help  ...  I  will  see  their  tears  and 
give  them  comfort  and  ease." 

If  all  the  186,000,000  Catholics  on 
the  American  Continents  join  hearts 
and  call  with  strong  trust  on  our  merci- 
ful Mother,  Our  Lady  of  Guadalupe, 
who  so  graciously  gives  her  help,  she 
will  not  fail  us.  The  work  of  our  mis- 
sionaries in  Latin  America  will  be 
crowned  with  success. 
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The  Social  Teaching  of  the  Church 


Sister  M.  Jackson 


The  Mystical  Body  of  Christ 

The  Mystical  Body  of  Christ  is  the 
Church  of  Jesus  Christ  on  earth.  Its 
members  are  all  those  who  have  been 
baptized  and  profess  the  true  faith.  The 
union  of  all  baptized  Christians  in  the 
Mystical  Body  unites  us  more  closely 
than  does  our  common  origin,  nature 
and  destiny.  In  this  Mystical  Body, 
Catholics  are  supernaturally  united  to 
each  other  and  to  Christ  Himself  Who 
is  the  Head  of  the  Mystical  Body. 

The  Mystical  Body,  the  Church,  can 
be  compared,  in  some  ways  to  a  human 
body.  The  human  body  has  a  head;  it 
has  many  parts  (members)  each  with 
its  own  place  and  its  own  work  to  do 
for  the  whole  body;  it  has  a  soul  which 
gives  it  unity  and  makes  it  live  and  act. 

The  Mystical  Body  also  has  these 
parts.  It  has  a  head,  Christ,  Who  is  rep- 
resented by  the  Pope.  It  has  many  mem- 
bers (people)  each  with  a  special  place 
and  work  to  do  in  the  Church.  It  has  a 
soul,  the  Holy  Spirit,  Who  gives  it  unity 
and  guides  all  its  activities.  The  Church 
can  be  fittingly  called  a  body.  It  is  the 
Body  of  Christ,  not  His  human  but  His 
Mystical  Body,  doing  His  redemptive 


work  on  earth.  "Each  of  us  has  one 
body  with  many  different  parts,  and  not 
all  of  these  parts  have  the  same  func- 
tions; just  so  we,  though  many  in  num- 
ber, form  one  body  in  Christ,  and  each 
acts  as  the  counterpart  of  another.  The 
spiritual  gifts  we  have  differ  according 
to  the  special  grace  which  has  been 
assigned  to  each."  (Romans  12:  4-6) 

To  belong  to  the  Mystical  Body  of 
Christ  one  must  be  validly  baptized, 
profess  the  one  true  Faith  and  remain 
in  unity  with  the  Church,  under  the 
Pope.  Those  who  fulfil  these  conditions 
are  supernaturally  united  to  one  an- 
other in  the  great  and  loving  family  of 
the  Church.  Because  of  this  union  the 
good  one  does  helps  the  others,  and  the 
evil  one  does  affects  the  others,  just  as 
happens  in  any  family.  Each  person  has 
his  or  her  own  place,  some  higher, 
some  lower,  yet  all  as  God  wills.  Christ 
is  the  Head  with  the  Pope  representing 
Him  on  earth;  then  there  are  the  bish- 
ops, priests  and  people  all  working  and 
snaring  in  the  Body  "according  to  the 
special  grace  which  has  been  assigned 
to  each."  (St.  Paul) 


The  Mystical  Body  is  the  union  of  all  baptized  Christians 


A  human  body  can  lose  parts  by  hav- 
ing them  cut  off.  Catholics,  likewise, 
can  cut  themselves  off  from  the  Mysti- 
cal Body  by  deliberately  committing 
sins  whose  very  nature  is  to  cause  cut- 
ting off.  These  sins  are:  schism — refu- 
sal to  submit  to  the  authority  of  the 
Pope;  heresy — refusal  to  believe  one  or 
more  doctrines  of  the  Church;  apostasy 
— deliberate  giving  up  of  the  Faith. 
People  guilty  of  these  sins  are  dead 
members  because  they  have  knowingly 
cut  themselves  off  from  the  Church. 
Other  serious  sins,  however,  do  not 
cause  excommunication  or  cutting  off 
from  the  Church;  but  they  cause  spiri- 
tual sickness.  Spritually  sick  members 
of  the  Mystical  Body  and  those  who 
have  cut  themselves  off  from  it  need  our 
charity  and  our  prayers.  We  must  not 
judge  them,  but  pray  for  them,  that  by 
true  sorrow  and  a  worthy  confession 
they  may  come  back  to  the  Church. 
Then  divine  grace  will  once  again  flood 
their  souls  giving  them  spiritual  life 
and  health. 

Now  we  come  to  the  question  of  good 
people  outside  the  Church.  They  are 
not  members  of  the  Mystical  Body  be- 
cause they  do  not  fulfil  the  three  con- 
ditions for  membership.  They  are  non- 
members.  These  people  can  be  saved 
if  they  are  in  good  faith  and  love  God 
according  to  what  they  think  is  right. 
Since  they  are  trying  to  love  God  and 
do  what  is  right,  they  belong  to  the  visi- 
ble Church  in  some  manner  because 
the  same  Holy  Spirit,  Who  is  the  soul 
and  light  of  the  Mystical  Body,  is  also 
helping  them  to  serve  God.  They  do 
not,  of  course,  know  that  they  belong  in 
some  way  to  the  visible  Church.  They 
may  even  be  enemies  of  the  Church, 
because  they  have  mistaken  ideas 
about  it.  Nor  do  they  receive  the  great 
helps  and  graces  they  would  have  as 


members  of  the  true  Church,  for 
Christ  founded  only  one  Church  as  the 
source  of  salvation.  The  Church  wants 
us  to  regard  our  separated  brethren 
with  humility,  charity,  tolerance  and 
hope.  But  charity  must  not  blind  us  to 
the  importance  of  truth.  By  all  means 
let  us  respect  the  sincerity  and  honesty 
of  good  people  outside  the  Church,  but 
we  should  beware  lest  we  come  to  be- 
lieve that  doctrine  does  not  matter. 
That  is  why  the  Church  insists  so 
strongly  that  she  is  the  only  source  of 
salvation  established  by  Christ. 

What  is  the  purpose  of  the  Mystical 
Body?  Why  did  Christ  establish  the 
Church?  It  was  because  He  willed  to 
distribute  divine  grace  (which  He  earn- 
ed for  us  on  the  Cross)  through  a  Visi- 
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Christ  wills  to  distribute  the  grace,  earned  for  us  on  the  Cross  through  a  visible 
church  in  which  men  are  united  to  Him  and  to  one  another. 


ble  Church.  Certainly  Christ  could  have 
given  men  these  graces  in  other  ways. 
However,  He  wills  to  do  it  this  way.  He 
wills  to  give  His  graces  through  a 
Church  in  which  men  are  united  to  Him 
and  to  each  other  so  that  they  help  Him 
to  carry  on  the  work  of  Redemption. 
What  a  great  thought!  Each  of  us  in 
the  Mystical  Body  has  work  to  do  in 
helping  to  save  the  souls  of  others. 
Christ  needs  us  and  we  need  Him.  He 
needs  us  because  He  wants  it  that  way. 
We  need  Him  because,  as  He  Himself 
has  said,  "Without  Me  you  can  do  noth- 
ing." (John  15:5) 

Pope  Pius  XII  explains  the  purpose 
and  work  of  the  Mystical  Body  of 
Christ  thus:  "This  is  a  truly  tremen- 
dous mystery  upon  which  we  can  never 


meditate  enough  —  the  salvation  of 
many  souls  depends  upon  the  prayers 
and  voluntary  mortifications  offered 
for  that  intention,  by  the  members  of 
the  Mystical  Body  of  Christ,  and  upon 
the  cooperation  which  Pastors  and 
Faithful,  especially  parents,  must  give 
to  our  Divine  Saviour. 

"The  graces  of  Redemption  are  un- 
limited, but  by  God's  Providence,  will 
be  bestowed  little  by  little.  Their 
greater  or  less  abundance  depends  in 
no  small  measure  upon  good  works,  by 
which  the  rain  of  heavenly  gifts  is 
drawn  down  upon  the  souls  of  men. 

"The  fact  that  there  are  many  still 
outside  the  Church  is  due  in  some  mea- 
sure to  the  failure  of  the  Faithful  to 
(Continued  on  page  32 
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A  Fresh  New  World 


The  characters  in  the  following  true  story  are  a  Catholic 
father  who  knew  and  valued  his  holy  Faith;  a  non-Catholic 
mother  who  had  a  high  sense  of  responsibility  in  fulfilling  her 
marriage  promises  and  an  S.O.S.  catechist  in  a  Religious  Cor- 
respondence School  who  was  a  willing  and  grateful  instrument 
in  the  fashioning  of  a  Fresh  New  World. 


The  Father's  Tale 

It  must  have  been  Nita's  sense  of 
honour  which  made  her  help  the  child- 
ren with  their  catechism  lessons.  She 
didn't  really  have  much  sympathy  with 
us  Catholics — strange  that  she  married 
me.  It  certainly  was  those  catechism 
lessons  which  helped  her,  in  no  small 
way,  to  change  her  mind  about  the 
teachings  of  the  Church.  And  now  she 
is  taking  instructions  —  and  so  eagerly. 
She  spends  every  spare  moment  pour- 
ing over  the  books  and  pamphlets 
Father  has  given  her  or  reviewing  the 
children's  lessons.  God  love  my  Nita! 
How  anxious  she  is  to  receive  the  Sacra- 
ments! What  a  wonderful  day  that  will 
be. 

How  changed  she  has  been  since 
she  made  up  her  mind  to  accept  the 
Church  as  the  one,  true  Church  found- 
ed by  Christ.  It  must  have  been  difficult 
with  her  background  of  outright  hos- 
tility to  the  Church.  Thank  God  I  was 
given  the  grace  to  patiently  answer  her 
questions;  thank  God  I  knew  enough  to 
be  able  to  answer. 

Nita  is  so  much  happier,  so  am  I,  so 
are  the  children.  Our  home  is  no  longer 
divided  against  itself.  Now  we  will  be 
able  to  pray  together  and  the  family 


that  prays  together  stays  together.  With 
God's  grace  we  will  do  just  that. 

Thank  God  for  the  Sisters  of  Service. 
I  have  never  met  any  of  them  but  their 
lessons  coming  through  the  mail  have 
helped  to  open  up  a  fresh  new  world 
for  my  whole  family.  God  bless  them 
and  their  work. 

The  Mother's  Tale 

It  was  terribly  hard,  it  was  all  misery 
and  confusion.  I  love  Eddie  so  much 
— but  everything  I  had  ever  heard 
about  Catholics  made  me  dislike  and 
distrust  their  religion.  And  yet — I  had 
made  those  promises,  I  had  been  mar- 
ried by  a  priest.  I  felt  I  had  to  live  up 
to  my  part  of  the  bargain.  And  Eddie 
was  so  good,  so  patient.  I  guess  his 
goodness  was  the  beginning,  really,  of 
my  conversion. 

Then  there  were  the  catechism  les- 
sons coming  through  the  mail.  Had  we 
lived  in  a  city  or  near  a  Catholic  school 
I  suppose  I  would  have  left  the  child- 
ren's catechism  to  their  teachers — but 
— out  here  in  the  country — there  was 
no  one  else  to  help  them. 

Eddie's  life,  the  children's  lessons 
were  all  so  different  to  what  I  had 
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heard  about  Catholics.  I  started  to  read 
Catholic  literature  but  there  was  so 
much  I  could  not  understand.  I  suppose 
I  have  always  had  faith  in  prayer;  cer- 
tainly I  did  on  that  never-to-be-for- 
gotten day  when  I  prayed  for  ages  and 
as  I  had  never  prayed  before.  Then  I 
started  to  read  again  and  it  was  as  if  a 
door  into  my  mind  opened  wide  and  the 
truth  of  the  Catholic  Faith  just  poured 
into  it.  How  I  thanked  God  and  how 
long  the  hours  until  I  could  tell  my 
dear,  patient  husband  the  good  news. 

I  feel  that  my  new-found  Faith  has 
made  me  free,  free  of  prejudice  and 
fear  and  confusion.  I  am  eager  to  get 
the  Senior  lessons  from  the  Sisters  of 
Service,  I  need  them  to  deepen  my 
knowledge.  Strange  that  Sisters  whom 
I  do  not  really  know  and  have  never 
seen  should  have  so  much  influence  in 
my  home.  The  list  of  penances  they  sent 
the  children  before  Lent,  for  instance, 
helped  make  our  home  a  better  place 
to  live  in  as  the  little  ones  generously 
did  two  or  three  penances  a  week.  Their 
generosity  probably  brought  showers  of 
grace  upon  me.  Oh,  thank  you  dear 
God  for  Your  Gift  beyond  price  and 
for  making  me  free. 


The  Catechists  Tale 

InaReligious  Correspondence 
School  life  may  appear  to  be  drab  and 
uneventful.  Few  could  realize,  unless 


they  have  had  the  experience,  how 
much  drama  can  be  packed  into  an  or- 
dinary envelope.  Take  Eddie  and  Nita 
Morrow,  for  example.  We  have  never 
met  but  I — simple  no-account  I — have 
been  through  our  correspondence  les- 
sons— I  can  hardly  say  the  words — an 
instrument  of  grace  in  that  home.  It  is 
breathtaking!  Oh,  my  Divine  Spouse, 
what  can  I  say  or  do  to  prove  my  grati- 
tude for  Your  condescension  in  letting 
me  help  them  to  a  better  life  in  You? 

"As  flame  streams  upward,  so  my  long- 
ing thought 
Flies  up  with  Thee, 

Thou  God  and  Saviour  Who  hast  truly 
wrought 

Life  out  of  death,  and  to  us,  loving 
brought 

A  fresh,  new  world;  and  in  Thy  sweet 
chains  caught, 
And  made  us  free!" 

Epilogue 

Dear  Sisters,  thank  you  for  the  St. 
Gerard  medal.  I  am  so  anxious  for  our 
baby  to  come;  the  first  of  our  children 
to  be  born  into  a  truly  Catholic  family. 
Pray  for  us,  please.  Nita  M. 

Dear  Sisters,  I  took  Nita  to  the  hospi- 
tal early  this  morning.  By  the  time  you 
receive  this  we  may  have  had  our  prec- 
ious baby.  Eddie  M. 

P.S.  The  baby  has  arrived!  He  is 
eight  pounds,  eight  ounces  of  boy. 
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You  Aske 


Why 


You  asked  me  why  I  gave 
my  heart  to  Christ. 
I  can  only  reply,  Listen 
while  I  tell  you  why. 
My  heart  was  drawn  at 
length  to  seek  His  Face. 
I  was  alone;  I  had  no 
resting  place. 

I  hear  of  how  He  loved  me 
with  a  love  of  depth 
so  great, 

of  height  so  far  above 

all  human  ken, 
I  longed  such  love  to  share 
and  sought  it  there 
Upon  my  knees  in  prayer. 


For  information  write: 

Reverend  Sister  General, 
Sisters  of  Service, 
2  Wellesley  Place, 
Toronto  5,  Canada. 


Dear  £i'Slen 

From  Religious  Correspondence  Schools  in  Edmonton,  Regina  and  Fargo,  N.D. 


The  mail  goes  pretty  soon  so  I  do  not  have 
time  to  send  you  my  catecisum.  Please  Pleas 
send  me  some  water  from  lourds  I'll  pay  any- 
thing but  my  brother  is  very  sick  please  send 
it  air  mail  special  delivery  anything  but  please 
hurry.  Thanks  Linda 

Thank  you  very  much  for  the  holy  water. 
You  sent  it  to  Judy  B.  There  is  no  such  per- 
son as  Judy  B.  I  guees  whene  I  signed  my 
name  it  looked  like  Judy.  The  Holy  Water 
got  hear  a  little  too  late  you  see  it  took  my 
letter  at  least  a  day  to  get  to  you  and  it  took 
about  that  long  to  get  hear  and  he  had  the 
kind  where  you  die  in  2  days  but  God  new 
that  I  had  faith  and  so  he  made  my  brother 
beter  while  the  Holy  Water  was  on  it  way. 
Many  thanks.  Linda 

Thank  you  for  the  medal  you  sent  me. 
Mum  put  it  on  my  blazer.  I  am  going  to  be 
an  altar  boy  this  week.  Dad  helped  me  learn 
my  latin  while  he  was  milking  cows.  Grand- 
ma made  my  cassock.  Yours  sincerely, 

Allen 

Thank  you  for  your  little  note  and  the  holy 
pictures.  I  guess  you  were  mistaken  about  the 
weather.  There's  no  snow  here  at  all  except 


in  a  few  sheltered  places.  We've  been  having 
a  drizzle  (light  rain).  We  can't  go  sledding 
any  more  and  the  only  thing  we  can  do  is 
ride  Rusty,  the  horse.  I  don't  mind  riding 
him.  I  don't  think  the  temperature  has  even 
been  below  zero  this  year.  Sincerely  yours, 

Wendy 

This  sure  is  a  tricky  test  especially  Part  I. 
I  could  not  find  the  answers  in  the  book  you 
sent  me  because  I  was  looking  from  Lesson 
19  to  21.  It  was  not  there  so  I  got  the  bible 
which  I  sat  with  quite  a  while  with  a  puzzled 
head.  I  later  got  the  bible  history  and  still 
could  not  find  it.  I  then  started  looking  back 
in  my  catechism  book  from  front  to  back 
when  I  found  it  I  was  surprised.  It  is  on  page 
6. 

I  sure  hope  the  catechism  lessons  have  pic- 
tures to  color  because  we  have  art  at  school 
and  that  will  give  me  practise.  If  you  would 
ask  me  for  any  lessons  from  I  in  the  Apostles 
Creed  and  up  till  where  we  are  I  have  them. 
I  am  saving  the  catechism  lessons  because  I 
have  intensions  of  taking  them  to  school  to 
show  all  my  friends  at  school. 

I  see  the  weather  is  trying  to  warm  up.  My 
I  sure  hope  it  does  warm  up.  I  am  landing 
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down  with  a  cold  but  hope  it  will  soon  leave 
me.  I  am  busy  with  my  homework  now  so 
hope  you  are  feeling  fine.  May  God  bless 
you  and  keep  you  well.  Your  friend, 

David 

I  have  a  little  brother  that  is  seven  weeks 
old.  His  name  is  Patrick  Joseph  and  my  sister 
and  I  love  him  very  much.  Joanne 

Moms  and  daddy  have  the  book  of  Saint 
Peter  in  the  book  case  so  I  am  going  to  start 
reading  it  so  I  will  know  all  about  him  and 
then  I  can  do  what  you  said  try  to  imitate 
Saint  Peter.  Sincerely  yours,  Peter 

We  are  writing  you  this  leter  to  say  that 
we  live  a  long  ways  from  town  and  kindly 
would  you  send  us  two  lessons  at  one  time. 
This  way  we  could  complete  our  20  lessons 
during  the  season.  Sometimes  we  do  not  get 
the  mail  for  two  weeks  and  we  only  do  our 
lessons  on  Sunday.  We  enjoy  our  lessons 
very  much.  Hoping  you  favour  us  with  this 
request,  yours  sincerely,  Rose 

Well  I  am  sending  you  my  lesson  and  do 
you  think  you  can  send  me  lesson  three 
which  I  did  not  do.  Well,  I  sure  think  its 
nice  to  do  these  kind  of  lessons.  Well  we  are 
sure  having  nice  weather  now  it  just  like 
spring.  Well  I  am  fine  and  sure  hope  you  are 
the  same.  Well  I  got  to  go  to  school  in  the 
morning  which  is  a  good  thing.  Well  I  sure 
try  to  write  more  next  time.  I  have  to  do  my 
homework  now  we  sure  have  a  lot  these  days. 
Well  hope  you  can  read  my  writing  because 
I'm  in  a  hurry.  Good-bye,  Irene 

I  am  sorry  for  not  sending  you  my  lesson. 
Because  I  couldn't  find  my  Lesson.  But  I 
found  one  lesson  at  last.  I  hope  you  send  me 
some  more  lesson.  But  I  wont  try  to  lost  my 
lessons  again.  Will  you  kindly  send  some 
easy  lesson  for  Grade  5  lesson.  From  you 
friend.  Martha 

Mary  was  so  indignant  with  the  Apostles 
for  falling  asleep  when  Jesus  had  told  them 
to  watch  and  wait.  I  had  to  do  a  lot  of  talk- 
ing to  raise  them  to  their  former  saintliness 
in  Mary's  little  mind.  I  just  wish  you  could 
have  heard  her  expostulating  to  Donna  on 
the  subject.  I'm  sure  you  would  have  been 
amused.  Sincerely,  Mrs.  K. 

If  the  children's  lessons  are  late  in  being 
sent  in,  (they  were  mailed  yesterday),  you'll 
have  to  blame  the  newest  member  of  our 
family,  a  chubby  little  cherub  sleeping  in  the 
basket  nearby.  He  came  into  our  lives  three 
weeks  ago  and  has  long  since  captivated  all 
our  hearts,  from  the  eldest  right  down  to 


wee  Terry.  It  is  a  matter  of  trying  to  restrain 
their  many  demonstrations  of  affection,  and 
already  he  knows  when  they  are  talking  to 
him. 

The  children  chose  his  name,  Paul,  and 
until  he  was  baptized  they  felt  much  concern. 
They  were  very  happy  when  Father  came. 

We  are  sending  a  crate  of  eggs,  which  we 
had  intended  sending  a  while  ago,  but  spare 
moments  are  scarce  so  I  didn't  get  them 
crated.  The  girls  crated  them  on  Saturday, 
so  if  the  job  isn't  perfect,  you'll  understand. 
They  did  their  best;  even  four-year  old 
Jimmy  helped.  There  weren't  quite  enough 
eggs  to  fill  the  crate,  so  when  he  brought  in 
one  yesterday,  he  said  it's  for  the  Sisters.  So 
for  the  Sisters  it  shall  be. 

We  hope  the  lessons  will  be  returned  regu- 
larly now.  Daddy  was  busy  with  housekeep- 
ing and  outside  chores  so  you  will  under- 
stand the  delay.  Please  remember  us  in  your 
prayers.  Gratefully,  The  J.  Family 

We  are  very  grateful  for  all  the  help  you 
have  given.  Michael,  my  son,  was  taught 
how  to  serve  Mass.  It  took  him  three  years 
because  you  were  only  here  for  five  days 
each  year.  Thank  you  again.  We  are  enclos- 
ing a  small  donation  and  will  send  a  little 
more  as  soon  as  we  can  spare  it.  Yours  truly, 

N.P. 

We  thank  you  from  the  bottom  of  our 
hearts  for  helping  our  daughter  to  know  her 
religion  better,  to  know  the  right  way  of  life, 
to  come  closer  to  God  and  to  the  Church. 
Through  your  lessons  she  is  a  much  happier 
girl  and  we  shall  all  pray  for  you  and  thank 
you  always.  We  haven't  much  to  offer  but 
I  hope  you  will  accept  our  prayers  and  a 
small  donation  in  stamps.  Thank  you. 

Mrs.  D. 

Now  that  I  have  finished  my  course  I 
thought  I  would  write  you  a  note  to  try  and 
express  my  feelings.  I  cannot  tell  you  how 
much  the  lessons  have  helped  me.  I  never 
realized  how  much  I  missed  in  my  life,  with- 
out God.  This  course  has  been  very  interest- 
ing and  enlightening  to  me.  When  I  started 
it,  I  had  the  idea  that  I  needed  the  Church's 
help  to  bring  up  my  children  properly,  never 
realizing  that  it  would  be  so  much  help  to 
me  personally. 

I  want  to  thank  you  and  those  who  made  it 
possible  for  me  to  receive  the  lessons.  I 
would  also  like  to  start  my  six-year-old 
daughter  with  the  lessons  next  year.  Sin- 
cerely, Mrs.  E. 
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INTERLUDE 

Sister  E.  Zink 


The  shop  was  small  and  dim  and 
cluttered  as  is  the  way  with  shoe- 
makers' shops.  But  there  was  a  differ- 
ence. In  the  background  the  melodic 
beauty  of  Mozart's  Eine  Kleine  Nacht- 
muzik  rose  and  fell  on  air  pungent  with 
the  good,  strong  smell  of  leather. 
Quietly  the  shoemaker  waited  on  an- 
other customer.  Quietly  I  waited  and 
hungrily  absorbed  the  exquisite  delica- 
cy of  Mozart's  genius.  The  other  cus- 
tomer left  and  I  asked  the  shoemaker, 
"Do  you  always  have  music?" 

"Yes,  ma'am,"  he  replied,  "I  have  an 
AM  and  FM  set.  It's  a  bit  more  expen- 
sive but  that  radio  has  paid  for  itself 
fifty  times  over.  I've  got  good  music  all 
day,  every  day." 

I  looked  at  him.  His  kindly  eyes 
glowed  behind  thick-rimmed  glasses. 
He  started  off  to  get  my  shoes.  "I'm  so 
glad  to  get  them,"  I  told  him.  "Tramp- 


ing around  is  much  more  comfortable  in 
old  shoes."  "I  know,  old  shoes  are  like 
old  friends,"  he  said  simply  and  rather 
caressingly. 

He  came  back  with  the  shoes  and 
asked  if  I  were  a  student  at  Marquette. 
When  I  said  yes  he  asked  what  course 
I  was  taking.  Typography,  Article  Writ- 
ing, News  Writing  and  Reporting,  I 
ticked  them  off  and  again  his  eyes  lit 
up.  It  was  the  typography  which  inter- 
ested him  so  I  launched  into  a  bit  of  its 
history.  He  listened,  fascinated  and  all 
the  while  the  air  was  filled  with  the 
beauty  of  the  music. 

Off  he  went  again,  shoes  in  hand,  to 
find  a  bag.  "Where  do  you  come  from, 
ma'am?"  he  asked. 

"Canada,"  I  replied. 

"All  the  way  from  Canada  to  Mar- 
quette. But,"  he  drew  himself  up 
proudly,  "Marquette  is  a  very  fine  uni- 
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versity.  The  Dental  school  is  excep- 
tional, so  is  the  Medical  School  and 
Law — and  all  of  them.  Marquette  has 
a  fine  name." 

He  picked  up  the  tickets  with  which 
he  labels  shoes.  "Printed  ma'am.  And 
so  many  other  things  that  are  printed, 
the  labels  there,  the  paper.  I  guess  we 
depend  on  print  a  lot,  don't  we?" 

Putting  the  shoes  in  the  bag  he  hand- 
ed them  to  me.  "I'm  sure  glad  I  hung 
on  to  them  while  you  were  telling  that 
story  about  printing.  If  I  hadn't,  you 
might  have  gone  and  I  would  never 
have  known.  There  are  so  many  inter- 
esting things,  aren't  there?  If  you  need 
any  more  cobbling  I  hope  you'll  come 


back."  A  gentleman  was  extending  a 
gracious  invitation;  this  was  not  a  work- 
man looking  for  business. 

The  Eine  Kleine  Nachtmuzik  had 
finished.  Some  composition  which  I 
did  not  recognize  was  being  broadcast 
and  it,  too,  was  beautiful.  It  fitted  into 
the  picture  somehow,  despite  the  dim- 
ness, the  smallness,  the  clutter.  I  felt 
that  here,  in  this  little  shop,  music  and 
character  were  harmoniously  and  rich- 
ly entwined.  Here  was  an  inquiring 
mind,  a-thirst  for  knowledge  and  will- 
ing to  accept  it  as  it  came.  Here  was 
freedom  and  independence  and  self- 
possession.  I  thanked  the  cobbler  and 
walked  out  into  the  glaring  heat  of  the 
busy  street.  I  was  somehow  refreshed. 


SUCCESS 

He  has  achieved  Success 

who  has  lived  well,  laughed  often  and  loved  much; 
who  has  gained  the  respect  of  intelligent  men  and  of 
little  children; 

who  has  filled  his  niche  and  accomplished  his  task; 

who  has  left  the  world  better  than  he  found  it  — 

whether  by  an  improved  poppy,  a  perfect  poem  or  a  rescued  soul; 

who  has  never  lacked  appreciation  of  earth's  beauty,  or 

failed  to  express  his  appreciation  to  earth's  Creator; 

who  has  always  looked  for  the  best  in  others  and  given 

the  best  he  had; 

whose  life  was  an  inspiration; 

whose  memory  a  benediction! 

Anonymous 

THE  SUPPLY  USUALLY  EXCEEDS  THE  DEMAND 
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Toronto:  This  year  Toronto  was  in- 
cluded in  the  itinerary  of  the  Little 
Gaelic  Singers.  While  here  they  met 
with  Reverend  Father  James  Leonard, 
S.F.M.,  who  comes  from  their  part  of 
Ireland  —  County  Derry.  By  a  happy 
inspiration  Father  Leonard  thought  of 
offering  Holy  Mass  for  the  Little  Sing- 
ers in  our  Novitiate  chapel.  We  were 
delighted.  They  came — and  here  one 
is  tempted  to  finish  the  sentence  with 
that  time-worn  and  honourably  retired 
cliche.  They  are  charming  youngsters 
with  the  artless  and  captivating  charm 
of  unspoiled  youth. 

S.O.S.  and  some  of  the 
Little  Gaelic  Singers. 


We  were  particularly  impressed  with 
Father  Leonard's  sermon,  custom-built 
for  the  occasion.  While  in  America, 
Father  told  the  children,  they  would  see 
only  the  best  side  of  our  life.  They 
would  meet  enthusiastic  crowds  dress- 
ed in  their  best  clothes;  they  would  be 
treated  royally  wherever  they  went. 
They  must  not  go  home  with  the  idea 
that  good  clothes,  good  times  and  big 
buildings  represented  our  whole  way  of 
life.  People  in  Canada  and  the  United 
States,  Father  reminded  his  hearers, 
work  hard  for  what  they  have  and  that 
fact  should  neither  be  overlooked  nor 
forgotten. 

After  a  hearty  breakfast  the  Little 
Gaelic  Singers  sang  and  danced  for  us. 
One  is  amazed  at  the  richness  and 
colour  in  the  voices  of  such  young  per- 
formers. We  hope  the  Little  Singers  en- 
joyed their  visit.  We  know  the  Sisters 
of  Service  did. 


Sinnett,  Sask.:  When  pupils  from  Loy- 
ola School  went  to  LeRoy  to  compete 
in  the  Regional  Oratorical  Contest  they 
won  in  four  of  the  five  groups.  The 
winners  were:  Group  1 — Donnie  Mc- 
Eachern;  Group  II — Douglas  McEach- 
ern;  Group  III — Faye  Bevan;  Group  V 
— Roger  Knaus. 


ONE  GOOD  WAY  TO  HAVE  A  CLEAN  MIND  IS  TO  CHANGE  IT  OCCASIONALLY 
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Vilna,  Alta.:  A  new  and  badly  needed 
sterilizer  was  recently  installed  in  Our 
Lady's  Hospital.  Even  in  the  small 
hospital  equipment  and  methods  must 
keep  pace  with  the  march  of  modern 
medicine.  In  the  picture  Sister  Leona 
Rose  proudly  displays  the  new  piece  of 
equipment. 

Saskatoon:  Sisters  of  Service  from 
teaching  centres  at  Rycroft,  Manning 
and  Peace  River,  Alberta,  from  Sin- 
nett  in  Saskatchewan  and  from  Camp 
Morton  in  Manitoba  spent  part  of 
their  Christmas  holidays  at  an  S.O.S. 


educational  conference  in  Saskatoon. 
The  aim  of  the  meeting  was  to  strength- 
en unity  of  purpose  and  method  in  try- 
ing to  bring  more  souls  to  God  through 
teaching  contacts.  The  meeting  was 
held  at  the  Sisters  of  Service  residence 
in  Saskatoon. 

Reverend  Sister  Agnes  Dwyer,  Sister 
General,  presided  at  the  conference. 
Reverend  J.  O'Donnell,  C.S.B.,  Princi- 
pal of  St.  Thomas  More  College  of  the 
University  of  Saskatchewan,  opened 
the  conference  with  a  timely  and  in- 
formative address  on  the  philosophy  of 
education.  The  discussion  which  fol- 
lowed stimulated  plans  to  continue  the 
study  of  this  subject  on  a  Christian  level 
and  to  report  on  the  study  at  regional 
meetings  in  December  1961.  To  main- 
tain the  enthusiasm  evident  at  this 
meeting  in  relation  to  the  full  pro- 
gramme presented,  each  teaching  cen- 
tre of  the  Sisters  of  Service  made  itself 
responsible  for  a  newsletter  reporting 
practical  results  of  the  papers  pre- 
sented. 


Toronto:  In  Charlottetown  last  Fall 
Sister  Zink  met  a  pre-school  miss  on 
the  street  one  day.  Said  little  Miss  Pre- 
school, "Are  you  a  new  kind  of  nun?" 
Sister  said  yes.  "Where's  your  veil?" 
inquired  the  little  one.  "I  don't  wear 
one,"  Sister  told  her.  With  head  on  one 
side  she  studied  Sister.  After  a  minute 
or  two  Sister  asked,  "Well,  what  do  you 
think  of  me?"  "I  think  you're  a  funny 
kind  of  nun,"  was  the  unabashed  reply. 


MANY  SPEAKERS  FINISH  THEIR  SPEECHES  LONG  BEFORE  THEY  STOP  TALKING 
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The  Mystical  Body  (continued) 

pray  for  their  conversion."  (Encyclical 
—The  Mystical  Body  of  Christ) 

The  doctrine  of  the  Mystical  Body  is 
related  to  the  Social  Teaching  of  the 
Church  through  our  union  in  the  Mysti- 
cal Body.  Because  we  are  not  only  in- 
dividuals in  the  Mystical  Body,  but  are 
also  united  to  Christ  and  to  one  an- 
other, as  are  the  parts  of  a  body,  we 
must  all  do  our  share  to  carry  on  the 
work  of  Redemption.  We  who  have  re- 
ceived the  Light  of  Faith  and  the  bless- 
ings it  brings,  must  endeavour  to  share 
these  treasures  with  others.  We  can  do 
this  by  helping  others  both  materially 
and  spiritually.  Our  influence  for  good 
should  be  felt  in  our  own  families,  in 
our  community,  in  the  social,  econ- 
omic and  political  life  around  us. 
Knowing  the  doctrine  of  the  Mystical 
Body  we  know  that  charity  is  not  limit- 
ed by  national  boundaries,  nor  does  it 


exclude  any  race  or  creed.  Because  of 
our  belief  in  this  all-important  doctrine 
we  open  our  hearts.  We  know  we  have 
work  to  do  and  we  get  on  with  it.  In  the 
words  of  Father  John  S.  Cronin  in  his 
work  "Catholic  Social  Principles": 

"Time  and  again  the  present  Holy 
Father  (Pius  XII)  has  called  for  cour- 
age and  resolution  in  the  face  of  the 
present  crisis.  He  considers  those  who 
isolate  themselves  from  the  fray  or  who 
minimize  the  social  duties  of  Christians 
as  virtual  traitors  in  the  face  of  the  en- 
emy. He  calls  us  to  a  crusade  more  ur- 
gent and  vital  than  those  of  old." 

When  we  bend  our  intelligence  to  a 
deliberate  and  mature  appreciation  of 
the  doctrine  of  the  Mystical  Body  of 
Christ,  our  stature  as  human  beings 
necessarily  increases,  we  become  inter- 
nationalists in  our  outlook  —  we  be- 
come truly  Catholic. 


Reverberating  Residence  (continued) 

not  responsible  for  teaching  them.  So 
two  of  the  girls  from  the  residence  go 
weekly  to  the  Atonement  Home  to  help 
catechize  three  young  boys  who  have 
been  handicapped  in  their  religious  in- 
struction and  who  need  this  help  be- 
fore they  can  receive  their  First  Holy 
Communion.  In  addition  to  these  two 
girls,  four  others  go  twice  a  week — on 
Thursday  evening  and  Saturday  after- 
noon— to  play  with  the  children  at  this 
orphanage.  The  girls  have  no  official 
title  but  have  been  referred  to  as  "Help- 


ful Hannahs,"  "Charitable  Charlies" 
and  "Jolly  Joes." 

As  the  girls  in  residence  finish  their 
studies  and  return  to  their  own  homes, 
or  move  on  to  other  jobs,  or  leave  to 
get  married,  others  will  take  their 
place  in  the  residence  and  in  the  activi- 
ties that  are  part  of  the  house.  Some- 
times it  is  a  quiet  house  and  some- 
times it  is  noisy,  but  always  it  has  a 
home-like  atmosphere  that  is  congenial 
to  group  living — to  good  living,  we 
hope! 
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Our  cover  again  pictures  a  Sister  of  Service  against  the  background  of  a 
Western  wheatfield.  It  was  this  field,  symbolic  of  the  Home  Missions,  which 
prompted  the  founding  of  the  Sisters  of  Service  in  August  1922. 


His  Grace  Archbishop  Philip  F.  Pocock,  D.D., 
Co-Adjutor  Archbishop  of  Toronto 
to  whom  we  offer  our  sincere  good  wishes  and  the  prayer  that 
God  may  give  to  him  what  He  gave  to  Solomon  : 

"And  God  gave  to  Solomon  wisdom  and  understanding  exceeding 
much,  and  largeness  of  heart  as  the  sand  that  is  on  the  seashore." 


(Ill  Kings,  IV  29) 


Reverend  Father  George  Thomas  Daly,  C.Ss.R.,  to  whose  beloved 
memory  this  issue  of  THE  FIELD  AT  HOME  is 
dedicated  in  filial  love  and  gratitude. 


Memo 


from  the  Editor  s  desk 


Father  Daly,  five  years  after  .  .  . 

On  Saturday,  March  3rd,  1956,  Father  Daly  had  made  his  usual  daily  visit 
to  the  Mother  House.  As  he  waited  for  a  taxi  to  take  him  back  to  St.  Patrick's  he 
said,  "Tomorrow  we  will  have  a  conference  in  honour  of  St.  Joseph,  the  Good 
Provider,"  whom  Father  had  always  loved,  revered  and  trusted.  On  the  following 
day,  however,  there  was  no  conference.  Father  Daly  had  been  taken  to  the  hospi- 
tal during  the  night. 

For  ten  weeks,  Father's  progress,  though  slow,  seemed  satisfactory.  Then, 
as  he  was  thinking  and  talking  about  going  home,  his  condition  suddenly  became 
critical.  Death,  for  which  he  had  prepared  so  well  and  to  which  he  had  looked 
forward,  was  imminent.  Father  knew  he  was  going  to  die  and  the  knowledge 
brought  neither  fear  nor  regret.  But  he  was  endearingly  human  enough  to  feel  a 
touch  of  sadness  at  leaving  the  "little  Institute"  to  which  he  had  given  himself 
so  unstintingly.  "I  am  going  to  die  and  leave  you  all,"  he  said  to  a  group  of  Sisters 
gathered  at  his  bedside.  And  tears  shone  in  his  steady  eyes. 

During  his  last  days  he  was,  to  all  appearances,  unconscious.  Yet  his  grasp 
on  a  small  crucifix  never  loosened.  If  by  chance  the  crucifix  slipped  from  his  hand 
he  groped  around  the  bed-clothes  until  it  was  given  back  to  him.  When  spoken 
to  he  raised  his  right  hand,  almost  automatically,  in  a  gesture  of  benediction  — 
a  gesture  which  had  been  characteristic  of  him  always.  "Now,  child,  I'll  give  you 
a  good  blessing." 

Finally,  quietly,  quickly,  peacefully,  Father  Daly's  great  soul  went  to  God 
on  June  3rd,  1956. 

Now,  five  years  later,  we  dedicate  this  issue  of  THE  FIELD  AT  HOME  to 
Father  Daly's  beloved  memory.  We  are  too  close  to  Father  in  time  to  fully  appre- 
ciate his  stature.  But  even  now,  to  ponder  his  writings  is  to  marvel  at  his  vision. 
Works  written  more  than  thirty  years  ago  are  almost  uncannily  timely  today. 
"Look  at  big  maps,"  he  often  said,  "take  the  long  view.  Launch  into  the  deep." 
His  life  and  his  works  are  concrete  evidence  that  he  lived  what  he  preached. 
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In  this  issue  of  THE  FIELD  AT  HOME  we  try  to  present  Father  Daly 
against  the  background  of  his  home  and  family;  Father  Daly  as  remembered  by  a 
Redemptorist  confrere  and  Father  Daly  as  he  was  to  the  Sisters  of  Service,  particu- 
larly on  his  visits  to  the  missions. 

Our  efforts  leave  much  to  be  desired,  we  know.  But  they  are  offered  in  a 
spirit  of  filial  reverence  and  love  for  the  memory  of  one  who  was,  before  all  and 
above  all,  a  great  priest. 

Grey  Sisters  of  the  Immaculate  Conception 

The  April  issue  of  THE  FIELD  AT  HOME,  drew  attention  to  Latin  Ameri- 
ca with  an  article  on  Our  Lady  of  Guadalupe.  In  this  issue  we  bring  to  our  readers 
the  story  of  the  Grey  Sisters  of  the  Immaculate  Conception  of  Pembroke,  On- 
tario, and  their  work  in  the  Dominican  Republic. 

When  the  Grey  Sisters  from  Pembroke  went  to  China  to  work  with  the 
Scarboro  Fathers,  they  were  the  first  English-speaking  Canadian  Sisters  to  volun- 
teer for  work  in  the  Foreign  Missions.  After  their  expulsion  from  China  they 
volunteered  for  Latin  America,  where  they  still  work  with  the  Scarboro  Fathers. 

Archbishop  Flahiff 

To  the  Most  Reverend  George  B.  Flahiff,  C.S.B.,  D.D.,  the  Sisters  of  Service 
offer  their  congratulations,  prayers  and  good  wishes  on  the  occasion  of  his  eleva- 
tion to  the  episcopacy  as  Archbishop  of  Winnipeg.  May  the  Holy  Spirit,  of  Whose 
Fullness  Archbishop  Flahiff  has  received,  guide  and  direct  His  Excellency's  work 
for  the  Church  and  for  souls  in  the  far-flung  Archdiocese  of  Winnipeg. 


Ignorance  born  of  neglect  and  lack  of  opportunity  is  playing  havoc  with 
thousands  of  our  Catholic  children  in  Western  Canada.  The  supernatural  recep- 
tivity of  the  baptized  soul  for  Catholic  doctrine,  having  no  opportunity  to  express 
itself,  gradually  fades  away  and  dies.  The  absolute  absence  of  Catholic  convic- 
tions naturally  follows.  For  ideas  to  be  crystallized  into  convictions,  they  need 
to  be  very  definite  and  strong.  Then  only  do  they  grip  the  conscience  and  rule  the 
will.  These  ideas  are  the  flower  and  fruit  of  an  enlightened  faith.  And  may  we 
not  add  that  it  is  the  religious  belief  of  the  citizen  which  ultimately  determines 
the  character  and  form  of  the  country's  citizenship? 

How  well  Soviet  Russia  understood  the  shortest  way  to  suppress  religion 
when  she  banned,  under  pain  of  death,  the  teaching  of  religious  notions  of  any 
kind  to  all  children  under  the  age  of  eighteen!  Many  of  our  own  Catholic  children 
in  the  West  are  no  better  off  than  the  children  of  Russia  as  far  as  the  knowledge 
of  the  Catholic  Faith  is  concerned. 

G.  Daly,  C.Ss.R.  in  THE  FIELD  AT  HOME,  April  1934 

CLOCK:  A  LITTLE  INSTRUMENT  THAT  PASSES  THE  TIME  BY  KEEPING  ITS  HANDS  BUSY 
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The  young  George  Daly 
glimpsed  a 


Many-Splendoured  Thing 

Sister  E.  Zink 


"Well,"  chuckled  the  doctor  as  he 
stepped  into  the  room,  "what  have  we 
here?  A  bishop  or  a  priest?" 

The  patient  formed  the  letter  X 
across  the  bed,  as  sleeping  small  boys 
do.  Fever  had  heightened  the  colour  in 
his  normally  rosy  cheeks  and  dampen- 
ed the  reddish-brown  hair  which,  even 
in  sleep,  was  crowned  by  a  green  and 
white  cardboard  biretta.  The  biretta, 
fashioned  by  his  mother  from  a  cereal 
box,  and  the  miniature  altar  at  which 
the  little  boy  "said  Mass"  were  evid- 
ences of  parental  response  to  a  child's 
ideal.  Even  as  a  small  child  George 
Daly  wanted  to  be  a  priest. 

Few  homes  could  have  provided 
more  fertile  soil  for  the  growth  of  religi- 
ous and  priestly  vocations  than  did  the 
Daly  home.  From  the  biography  of  his 
father  which  Father  Daly  wrote  in  1945 
and  from  the  reminiscences  of  members 
of  the  family,  it  is  possible  to  glean 
much  about  the  character  of  William 
Daly  and  his  wife,  Josephine  Morin.  To 


them  the  words  of  Francis  Thompson 
could  be  applied, 
"O  world  invisible,  we  view  thee, 
O  world  intangible,  we  touch  thee, 
O  world  unknowable,  we  know  thee, 
Inapprehensible,  we  clutch  thee!" 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Daly  built  their  home  on 
the  strong  foundation  stones  of  faith, 
prayer,  love  and  devotion  to  duty. 
Many  years  later  Father  Daly  wrote, 
"The  building  of  a  Christian  home  is  a 
long  and  slow  process.  It  is  the  work  of 
nature  and  of  grace.  The  parents  are  the 
architects.  They  give  to  the  home  its 
character.  Their  natural  dispositions, 
their  mental  outlook,  their  Christian 
principles,  are  reflected  in  their  child- 
ren .  .  .  The  life  of  duty  and  religious 
worship  was  no  kill-joy.  Our  home  al- 
ways gave  evidence  to  the  contrary. 
Among  our  friends  and  relatives  it  was 
known  as  a  centre  of  wholesome  and 
joyful  recreation  for  young  and  old  .  .  . 
In  that  serene  atmosphere  of  peace  and 
happiness,  the  children,  like  flowers  in 
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spring,  opened  their  hearts  to  the  warm 
sun  of  their  dear  parents'  affection.  We 
loved  our  home  and  when  absent  from 
it,  we  yearned  to  return.  We  were  not 
angels;  we  all  had  our  faults  and  made 
our  little  mistakes.  But  not  one  ever  be- 
came a  source  of  anxiety  or  grief  to  his 
parents." 

The  Daly  children,  all  nine  of  them, 
were  not  angels  but  normal  healthy 
youngsters.  The  boys'  pillow  fights, 
though  wild  and  feathery,  were  tame 
compared  to  the  battles  in  which  knot- 
ted wet  towels  were  used  as  weapons! 
The  T.  which  was  George  Daly's  sec- 
ond initial  could  as  easily  have  meant 
Trouble  as  Thomas.  He  was  neither  dis- 
obedient nor  unduly  troublesome.  He 
was  just  daring  and  utterly  fearless. 
Small,  stocky  and,  except  for  the  occa- 
sional childish  ailment,  wonderfully 
healthy,  he  enjoyed  life  to  the  full  and 
explored  every  possible  avenue  of  in- 
terest. It  was  at  an  early  age  that  George 
began  that  "launching  into  the  deep" 
which  was  to  be  a  characteristic  of  his 
later  life.  Inevitably,  the  launching 
sometimes  landed  him  into  the  deep 
waters  of  parental  disapproval. 

George  was  a  friendly  little  lad.  One 
of  his  great  friends  was  his  father's 
cousin,  Mr.  Henry  Lanning,  Secretary 
to  the  President  of  the  old  Grand  Trunk 
Railway.  The  Railway  offices,  at  that 
time,  were  close  to  the  bank  of  which 
Mr.  Daly  was  manager.  It  seemed  quite 
natural  to  George  that  he  should  visit 
his  friend  on  Saturday  mornings  when 
there  was  no  school.  He  would  return 
home  beaming,  his  hands  full  of  the 
pencils,  erasers  and  sundry  other  ob- 
jects which  delight  the  heart  of  a  small 
boy. 

"George,"  exclaimed  his  mother, 
"you  know  you  should  not  do  that.  Mr. 


Lanning  is  too  busy  to  be  disturbed. 
And  just  look  at  your  clothes,  and  your 
face!"  She  looked  with  dismay  at  the 
well-worn,  well-mended  play-clothes 
which  were  the  worse  for  several  hours 
of  hard  playing. 

"But  Mother,  he  was  glad  to  see  me," 
reasoned  the  culprit,  who  remained 
convinced  that  his  friends  were  always 
glad  to  see  him  as  he  was  to  see  them. 

Little  George  Daly  loved  all  man- 
kind —  provided  it  was  man-kind.  For 
women  and  girls  he  had  very  little  use. 
One  time  he  built  a  wonderful  two- 
story  house  in  the  family  back-yard. 
His  only  worry  was  his  need  of  girls  to 
clean  it  up  for  him.  His  sisters  were 
understandably  eager  to  inspect  the 
structure.  In  an  excess  of  interest  they 
and  their  friends  entered  en  masse.  The 
floor  collapsed,  to  the  disgust  and  ex- 
treme annoyance  of  the  architect  and 
builder. 

A  quick  temper  was  the  bete  noir  of 
George's  life,  a  difficulty  which  was 
shared  by  his  brother  Joe.  Mrs.  Daly 
had  a  story  of  a  bad-tempered  boy  who, 
in  fits  of  temper,  did  fearful  things  to 
his  little  dog.  After  one  or  two  tellings 
George  and  Joe  begged  her  to  stop  be- 
fore she  came  to  the  part  in  the  story 
where  the  bad-tempered  boy  actually 
killed  his  little  dog.  "No,  no,  Mother, 
don't  tell  us,"  they  would  beg.  But  the 
never-to-be-forgotten  lesson  came  at 
the  end  of  a  day's  rebellion  on  George's 
part.  When  he  went  to  his  room  at  bed- 
time he  found  a  scroll  which  his  Mother 
had  placed  at  the  head  of  his  bed.  The 
scroll  read  simply,  "Learn  of  Me  that 
I  am  meek  and  humble  of  heart." 

The  years  passed  quickly  and  with 
their  passing  George  Daly's  inclination 
to  the  priesthood  deepened  and 
strengthened.  At  times  his  mother's 


AN  EDUCATED  MAN  IS  ONE  WHO  KNOWS  A  LOT  AND  SAYS  NOTHING  ABOUT  IT 
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serene  brown  eyes  would  momentarily 
cloud  as  she  regarded  her  second  son. 
While  a  toddler  he  had  injured  one  eye. 
Frequently  Mrs.  Daly  reminded  him 
that  his  impaired  vision  might  bar  him 
from  the  priesthood.  Invariably  he  an- 
swered, "If  I  can't  be  a  priest  I'll  be  a 
brother." 

The  Daly  family  lived  in  St.  Ann's 
parish  in  Montreal  which,  then  as  now, 
was  in  charge  of  the  Redemptorist  Fa- 
thers. At  the  time  of  which  we  speak, 
the  Fathers  were  Belgians.  Young 
Canadians  who  aspired  to  the  Redemp- 
torist vocation  were  obliged  to  study  in 
Belgium.  Despite  the  sacrifice  involved 
in  separation  from  his  loved  home  and 
family,  George  did  not  flinch.  He  was 


encouraged  by  the  pastor  of  St.  Ann's, 
Reverend  Father  Catulle,  C.Ss.R.  and 
by  his  parents.  In  his  book,  My  Father, 
Father  Daly  quoted  this  letter:  "My 
dear  son,  if  you  are  absent  from  us  to- 
day, you  may  thank  your  fond,  devoted 
Christian  mother.  Her  solid  piety  and 
the  constant  care  with  which  she  watch- 
ed over  you  impressed  upon  your  young 
and  innocent  heart  in  early  childhood 
the  love  and  fear  of  God.  You  know 
how  she  could  not  bear  the  least  sign  of 
sin  upon  your  young  heart,  and  how  she 
prayed  for  you  that  God  may  cherish 
that  vocation  to  the  holy  priesthood  in 
your  soul  and  which,  I  trust,  will  con- 
tinue to  grow  until  you  can  stand  at 
God's  holy  altar  to  offer  up  the  spot- 


NO  ONE  HAS  EVER  LEARNED  WHAT  HE  CAN  DO  EXCEPT  BY  TRYING 
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less  Lamb  of  the  Holy  Mass  .  .  .  Now, 
my  dear  son,  don't  forget  me  .  .  .  My 
heart  follows  you  every  morning  at 
Holy  Mass  and  when  at  night  we  kneel 
to  send  up  our  prayers,  my  thoughts  are 
carried  across  the  ocean  to  you,  that 
God's  blessing  may  always  attend  you 
and  you  may  act  in  all  things  according 
to  His  holy  Will." 

When  the  decision  to  go  to  Belgium 
was  made,  George  Daly  was  fifteen 
years  old  and  a  student  at  Montreal 
College.  The  rector  of  the  College  was 
convinced  that  the  boy  did  not  have  a 
vocation;  if  he  did  go  to  the  Belgian 
novitiate  he  would  undoubtedly  leave 
and  become  a  wanderer  in  Europe.  The 
good  priest  felt  obliged  to  communicate 
his  opinion  to  Mrs.  Daly  to  whom  it 
was  a  source  of  grief  and  worry.  De- 
voutly she  prayed  that  God's  Holy  Will 
be  done.  Trustingly  she  cast  her  cares 
into  the  arms  of  her  Blessed  Mother. 
Many  years  later  Father  Daly  wrote: 

"As  I  was  packing  my  trunk  Mother 
came  to  my  room.  After  sewing  the 
miraculous  medal  to  my  scapular,  she 
made  me  solemnly  promise  that  I  would 
never  part  with  it,  and  that  every  day 
I  would  say  three  Hail  Marys  to  Mary 
Immaculate.  My  Mother  on  earth  con- 
fided me  to  my  Mother  in  Heaven." 
Mrs.  Daly  also  exacted  a  promise  that 
George  would  immediately  return  to 
Canada  should  he  leave  the  novitiate. 

On  June  28,  1888,  George  Daly 
sailed  from  Montreal.  His  sister  Louisa, 
now  Mrs.  D.  J.  Byrne  of  Montreal,  was 
a  pupil  at  Villa  Maria  Convent.  The 
aspiring  novice  went  to  the  convent  to 


bid  his  sister  adieu.  With  a  solemnity 
which  in  later  years  evoked  a  good  deal 
of  family  hilarity,  the  neophyte  bade 
Louisa  and  her  friends  goodbye  by 
having  them  kneel  to  kiss  a  large  cruci- 
fix which  he  had  brought  for  the  occa- 
sion. 

The  first  weeks  in  Belgium  were  diffi- 
cult indeed.  Though  fluent  in  both 
French  and  English,  the  young  Cana- 
dian had  no  knowledge  of  the  Flemish 
and  German  which  were  used  in  com- 
mon with  French.  Homesickness  is  al- 
ways heart-sickness  and  can  be  devas- 
tating to  youth.  When  the  homesickness 
is  endured  in  a  foreign  land  it  is  more 
than  ever  poignant.  (One  wonders  if 
his  own  experience  explains  Father 
Daly's  boundless  compassion  for  New 
Canadians.) 

One  evening,  after  weeks  of  suffer- 
ing, George  went  to  the  chapel.  There, 
as  a  true  son  of  the  great  St.  Alphonsus, 
he  poured  out  his  soul  to  his  Immacu- 
late Mother.  For  a  long,  a  very  long 
time  he  remained  there.  When  he  rose 
from  his  knees  the  struggle  was  over. 
In  the  years  ahead  there  would  be 
mountains  of  difficulty  to  cross,  ob- 
stacles to  hurdle,  crosses  to  bear,  but 
from  that  day  in  1888  until  his  death 
68  years  later,  George  Thomas  Daly 
was  a  dedicated  man.  He  had  launched 
into  the  deep  of  complete  dedication. 
As  a  priest,  a  religious,  a  founder,  a 
writer,  an  administrator,  his  gaze  never 
faltered  from  the  many-splendoured 
thing  he  had  glimpsed  in  early  child- 
hood. His  dedication  never  wavered 
from  his  two  great  loves  which  are,  in 
fact,  but  one  —  God  and  the  Church. 
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Father  Daly 

A  Great  Redemptorist 


Rev.  E.  Kennedy,  C.Ss.R. 


I  met  Father  Daly  for  the  first  time 
at  a  retreat  he  gave  us  at  St.  Alphonsus 
Seminary  in  Woodstock.  Having  given 
priests'  retreats  in  every  diocese  of 
English-speaking  Canada,  Father  Daly 
was  extremely  inspiring  and  helpful. 
The  Church  and  the  priesthood  were 
his  life,  and  the  ideals  he  held  up  be- 
fore us  were  the  ideals  he  followed  all 
through  his  priestly  life. 


His  famous  dictum,  "Look  at  big 
maps!"  told  of  his  own  vision.  As  a 
young  man  he  had  gone  West  to  Regina 
where  the  Redemptorists  were  helping 
Archbishop  Matthieu  at  his  cathedral. 
The  needs  of  the  Church  in  this  new 
country  struck  Father  Daly  like  a 
thunderbolt.  A  native  of  Montreal 
where  the  Church  was  well  established, 
Father  Daly  had  studied  in  Redemp- 
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torist  colleges  in  Belgium.  In  fact,  he 
went  to  Belgium  as  a  boy  of  fifteen  and 
never  returned  home  until  he  came 
back  for  his  First  Mass!  The  contrasts 
between  the  established  churches  of 
Montreal  and  Belgium  and  the  pioneer- 
ing of  Regina  made  a  deep  impression 
on  the  thoughtful  yet  energetic  priest. 

From  the  ferment  of  those  years  in 
Regina  came  two  books,  "Catholic 
Action"  and  "Catholic  Problems  in 
Western  Canada."  These  books  reveal 
a  keen  appreciation  of  the  situation  and 
a  courageous  vision.  Many  of  the  sug- 
gestions of  those  books  are  only  being 
realized  now  such  as  a  national  Catho- 
lic paper  with  local  editions  for  differ- 
ent areas  and  national  and  regional  so- 
cial weeks. 

The  Sisters  of  Service,  however,  are 
one  vision  he  was  able  to  bring  to  ful- 
filment. And  in  the  Sisters  of  Service 
you  can  see  the  progressive  farseeing 
priest  alive  to  the  new  needs  of  the 
Church.  Sisters  met  the  immigrants  at 
the  ports  of  entry;  Sisters  established 
homes  in  big  cities  for  girls  away  from 
home;  Sisters  began  to  teach  in  one 
room  country  schools;  Sisters  opened 
small  mission  hospitals;  Sisters  taught 
catechism  by  mail  to  children  far  from 
Church  or  priest.  Later  as  new  needs 
developed,  Sisters  were  prepared  to 
establish  centers  of  the  Confraternity  of 
Christian  Doctrine  and  to  do  profes- 
sional social  work  in  Catholic  Charities. 

Not  only  was  the  rule  and  work  of 
the  Sisters  to  be  adaptable  to  the  chang- 
ing needs  of  the  people  but  even  their 
habit  was  to  serve  rather  than  hinder 
their  service.  Years  before  secular  in- 
stitutes, the  Sisters  of  Service  had  a 
simple  serviceable  habit.  And  it  was 
specifically  provided  that  this  habit  was 


to  be  adapted  when  changing  conditions 
and  customs  demanded. 

Father  Daly  had  a  good  mind  and 
nourished  it  all  his  life  with  good  read- 
ing. A  subscriber  to  the  first  issue  of 
"America",  he  never  missed  a  copy  for 
almost  fifty  years.  He  gave  his  Sisters 
his  own  respect  for  learning  and  love  of 
good  books.  There  were  always  current 
books  on  his  desk  and  most  of  them 
went  to  the  Motherhouse  library  when 
he  finished  reading  them. 

The  missal,  participation  at  Holy 
Mass  and  liturgical  chant  were  part  of 
the  life  of  the  Sisters  long  before  Medi- 
ator Dei.  "Sentire  cum  ecclesia"  was 
one  of  the  ideals  of  Father  Daly.  All  the 
instructions  and  encyclicals  of  the  Holy 
Father  were  eagerly  absorbed.  For  the 
golden  jubilee  of  his  priesthood  he 
made  a  visit  to  South  America  and 
understood  the  missionary  problems 
we  are  only  realizing  now. 

Perhaps  because  he  himself  was  a 
faithful  member  of  a  religious  com- 
munity known  for  its  simple  common 
life,  he  gave  to  his  Sisters  a  common 
sense,  down  to  earth  quality  so  useful 
for  Sisters  who  were  to  travel  alone  and 
face  new  needs  and  unexpected  situa- 
tions. 

A  handsome  man  with  keen  yet  kind- 
ly eyes,  Father  Daly  grew  old  grace- 
fully. He  lived  for  over  thirty  years  in 
the  same  plain  room  at  St.  Patrick's, 
Toronto.  He  did  not  hesitate  to  use 
modern  conveniences  like  a  car,  a 
plane  or  an  electric  razor.  He  knew 
many  of  the  leaders  of  the  business  and 
social  world  and  never  hesitated  to  ask 
them  to  help  his  work  for  the  Church. 
But  none  of  their  luxury  or  comfort 
ever  found  a  place  in  that  room  furn- 
ished only  with  a  swivel  chair,  a  large 
table  for  a  desk,  a  narrow  bed  and  a 
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wardrobe.  Careful  and  neat,  he  was 
happy  to  be  able  to  look  after  himself 
until  his  last  illness. 

In  the  last  few  years,  Father  Daly 
was  tired  and  looked  forward  to  the  end 
of  his  pilgrim  journey.  Even  then  he 
never  lost  interest  in  young  people. 
Through  them  he  kept  young  in  outlook 
and  in  hope.  "Tell  me,  Father"  he 
would  begin  as  he  sought  out  a  younger 
Father's  opinion  or  information  on  a 
new  development  or  theory. 

For  years  he  was  the  first  to  arrive 
each  morning  in  the  community  chapel 
at  St.  Patrick's.  After  night  prayers  each 
evening  he  made  the  Way  of  the  Cross. 
Nothing  was  too  good  for  the  chapel 
or  the  church.  The  chapel  at  Ste  Anne 
de  Beaupre's  Minor  Seminary,  the  fine 
brass  candlesticks  on  the  main  altar  at 
St.  Ann's,  Montreal,  an  early  Gilles 
Beaugrand  chalice  at  the  Sisters' 
Motherhouse  in  Toronto  are  all  loving 
signs  of  his  concern  for  the  beauty  and 


dignity  of  His  Father's  House. 

An  indefatigable  correspondent,  Fa- 
ther Daly  knew  the  value  of  encourage- 
ment. His  letters  were  often  notes  of 
congratulations  or  sympathy  to  con- 
freres and  friends.  Often,  too,  he  would 
send  along  suggestions  and  helpful 
hints  culled  from  his  wide  reading. 

As  superior,  provincial  consultor, 
delegate  to  the  General  Chapter  in 
Rome,  Father  served  the  Redemptor- 
ists  long  and  well.  He  was  active  espe- 
cially in  the  difficult  years  of  negotia- 
tion when  the  Toronto  province  of  the 
Redemptorists  was  formed.  Keenly  in- 
terested in  Western  Canada,  he  en- 
couraged and  supported  the  expansion 
of  the  Redemptorists  in  the  West.  But 
he  will  be  best  remembered  as  the  keen, 
vital  Redemptorist  whose  vision  and 
courage  gave  to  the  Church  in  Canada 
a  modern  religious  family  adapted  and 
adaptable  to  the  needs  of  the  Church 
today  and  tomorrow. 


THE  DUTY  OF  CATHOLICS 

What  is,  therefore,  the  duty  of  Catholics  at  the  present  hour?  Are  we  to 
fold  our  arms  and  let  others  rebuild  the  very  framework  of  society  according  to 
plans  which  our  faith,  reason  and  history  may  disapprove  of  and,  very  often,  con- 
demn? Our  ideas  in  the  matter  may  not  prevail,  but  how  would  we  be  justified 
in  deploring  the  consequences  of  a  legislation  which  we  did  not  try,  by  our  in- 
fluence, to  suppress  or  modify?  To  abstain  as  Catholics  from  this  great  work  of 
reconstruction  is  profoundly  un-Catholic.  It  is  the  act  of  a  traitor  to  Church  and 
country.  As  Burke  so  gloriously  said:  he  was  aware  that  the  age  is  not  all  we 
wish,  but  he  was  sure  that  the  only  means  to  check  its  degeneracy  was  heartily 
to  concur  in  whatever  is  best  in  our  time  .  .  . 

There  are  Catholics  who  make  the  blindness  and  consequent  bigotry  (of 
those  outside  the  Church)  an  excuse  for  their  own  narrowness  and  selfishness, 
for  their  neglect  to  share  in  the  nation's  work,  for  their  refusal  to  co-operate  in 
patriotic,  civic  and  social  undertakings  as  if  they  were  none  of  our  business.  The 
nation's  business  is  our  business.  If  we  serve  the  nation  efficiently,  we  serve  the 
Church. 

G.  Daly,  C.Ss.R.  in 

Catholic  Problems  in  Western  Canada. 
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Father  Daly 


The  Magnanimous  Heart 


Sister  A.  Walsh 


The  Community  was  a  bare  five  years 
old  when  I  entered  the  novitiate  and 
met  for  the  first  time  Father  George 
Daly.  His  letters  had  led  me  to  envision 
a  powerfully  built  rather  austere  per- 
son. But  on  that  memorable  day  the  one 
I  saw  coming  toward  me  with  beaming 
smile  and  outstretched  hand  was  a  short 
fatherly  priest  with  a  thatch  of  white 
hair  standing  straight  up  over  a  high 
forehead,  appraising  eyes  and  a  com- 
plexion flushed  with  pink.  What  a 
warmth  of  welcome  in  the  rich,  vibrant 
voice,  what  security  in  the  handclasp, 
what  ease  in  his  presence.  This  small 
man  with  the  apostle's  energy  and 


boundless  determination  would  stand 
out  in  any  group,  and  in  the  more  than 
a  quarter  of  a  century  I  had  the  happi- 
ness of  knowing  him,  his  fascination 
for  people  who  met  him,  regardless  of 
age  or  position,  never  lessened. 

Father  Daly's  first  concern  was  of 
course  our  spiritual  development.  In  his 
little  talks  given  daily  in  the  novitiate 
when  he  was  at  home,  he  pictured  for 
us  the  thousands  of  souls  in  areas  re- 
mote from  the  church,  in  need  of  our 
spiritual  help.  We  were  on  fire  to  be 
out  and  doing.  But  with  the  appeal 
came  the  warning:  "Weaklings  will  not 
stand  the  test  of  the  missions.  Your 


Bergfield  Sask.,  1939. 
Father  Daly  with  Fa- 
ther J.  F.  Coghlan, 
C.Ss.R.,  and  Sisters 
Graf,  Barton,  M.  Jack- 
son and  Morgan. 
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contact  with  souls  will  be  fruitful  just 
inasmuch  as  you  are  in  habitual  contact 
with  our  divine  Saviour,  no  more,  no 
less."  A  sobering  thought  that  did  not 
daunt  us  in  that  spiritually  stimulating 
environment. 

Father  Daly  enjoyed  cigars  and  fresh 
ones  were  always  on  hand  on  the  mis- 
sions when  he  arrived  for  his  annual 
visitation.  Then,  enveloped  in  their  rich 
fragrance,  he  would  relax  in  an  arm- 
chair, while  we  sat  around  listening  to 
the  latest  news  about  the  motherhouse, 
the  novitiate,  the  new  postulants,  the 
missions  to  be  opened  in  the  near  fu- 
ture, the  work  that  was  calling  to  be 
done  and  the  need  of  more  prayer  and 
sacrifice  on  our  part  for  its  success.  A 
golden  hour  that  seemed  to  have  only 
fifteen  minutes  in  it. 

Father  Daly's  annual  visitation  of 
the  missions  was  brisk  and  cheerful. 
That  he  did  not  linger  long  in  any  one 
place  was  a  cause  of  regret  not  only  to 
the  Sisters  but  also  to  many  outside  the 
Community  who  desired  to  have  the 
consolation  of  an  interview  with  him. 
Inevitably,  as  he  advanced  in  years  and 
the  strain  of  travel  forced  him  to  make 
his  visits  even  briefer,  the  warning  had 
to  be  sent  to  the  Sisters,  from  the 
Motherhouse,  to  keep  the  exact  date 
of  his  arrival  from  everyone  but  the 
local  Ordinary,  lest  his  affability  be  his 
own  undoing. 

If  one  happened  to  be  stationed  on 
a  city  mission  there  was  always  the  pos- 
sibility that  one  would  be  among  those 
chosen  to  travel  by  car  with  Father  to 
an  outlying  S.O.S.  house.  Those  match- 
less hours  would  be  filled  with  happy 
conversation,  much  good  humour, 
several  rosaries,  the  litany  of  the  Saints 
for  the  crops,  and  other  prayers  for 
world-wide  intentions.  Father  moved 


from  the  natural  to  the  supernatural 
and  back  again,  effortlessly. 

His  heart  was  capacious.  "How 
many  charity  cases  have  you?"  he  ques- 
tioned the  Superior  of  a  Residential 
Club  during  the  depression  of  the 
thirties.  "Ten",  answered  the  worried 
Superior  with  a  sigh.  "Fine,  fine.  God 
bless  you.  Be  good  to  God's  poor"  he 
replied  happily,  thereby  giving  the 
young  superior  new  vision  and  new 
hope. 

His  missionary  zeal  seemed  to  grow 
brighter  as  the  years  went  on.  His  inter- 
est encompassed  the  world.  Once  as 
he  stood  on  the  dock  watching  a  liner 
set  out  for  the  Orient  with  a  group  of 
missionaries  on  board,  he  remarked 
with  a  wistfulness  unusual  for  him: 
"How  I  envy  those  young  priests.  If  I 
were  young  again  I'd  want  to  go  with 
them."  For  although  Father's  imme- 
diate goal  in  developing  our  Institute 
was  the  Canadian  mission  field  he  had 
no  intention  of  finally  restricting  the 
work  to  one  country.  Like  the  Marquis 
of  Lome,  he  frequently  admonished  us 
to  "Look  at  big  maps." 

His  concern  for  the  missions  in- 
creased his  solicitude  for  our  spiritual 
and  temporal  welfare.  He  had  a  deep 
and  sympathetic  insight  into  the  minds 
and  hearts  of  his  "children",  as  he  liked 
to  call  us.  Did  he  see  a  book  that  would 
be  useful  to  a  nurse  or  catechist  or 
teacher  or  social  worker,  it  would  be 
hers  by  the  next  post.  Did  he  see  an  item 
in  a  newspaper  that  might  amuse  a 
downcast  Sister,  it  would  be  clipped 
out  and  sent  on.  How  many  Sisters 
have  tucked  away  as  prized  posses- 
sions, cards  from  him  sent  from  various 
parts  of  the  continent:  "I  met  your  old 
pastor  today.  I  told  him  about  you." 
"I  called  on  your  good  parents"  (a 
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Last  visit  to  the  missions,  Vancouver, 
1951.  Father  Daly  with  Sisters  Grace, 
Furman  and  Green. 


detour  of  perhaps  seventy  miles); 
"Your  former  high  school  principal 
was  asking  about  you."  Letters  of  con- 
gratulation on  the  smallest  distinction, 
letters  of  sympathy,  letters  of  spiritual 
advice  and  occasionally  of  gentle  re- 
buke came  through  the  mail. 

Father  was  a  perfect  gentleman  of 
course,  but  even  perfect  gentlemen,  as 
they  advance  in  age  are  sometimes  for- 
getful of  the  finer  social  amenities. 
From  the  age  of  sixty-five  he  antici- 


pated with  pleasure  his  increasing 
years  and  had  the  illusion  that  we  took 
the  same  enjoyment  from  this  phenom- 
enon of  nature.  "Child",  he  would  say, 
glancing  at  the  Sisters  surrounding  him 
and  letting  his  eyes  rest  on  one  of  the 
group,  "how  old  are  you  now?"  And 
the  particular  victim,  on  that  occasion, 
would  color  slightly  very  conscious  of 
the  alert  ears  of  those  who  hadn't  been 
able  to  guess  her  age  and  of  the  two 
priests  who  had  driven  Father  out  to 
the  mission,  and  gasp  in  a  wintry  voice: 
"Just  turned  forty-three,  Father." 
"Getting  on,  child,  getting  on"  he 
would  remark  with  satisfaction,  bliss- 
fully unaware  of  her  discomfiture  and 
the  relief  of  the  others  who  had  escap- 
ed. 

Father  never  left  the  missions  with- 
out giving  us  a  sense  of  our  importance 
to  the  work  in  hand.  I  do  not  think  he 
ever  hinted  that  he  was  disappointed  in 
us;  but  with  the  insight  that  comes  with 
age  and  experience  I  am  sure  that  at 
times  he  was.  He  had  such  great  dreams 
of  achievement  for  the  Church;  he  him- 
self was  so  competent  and  brave;  we  so 
inexperienced  and  timid.  No  doubt  with 
Chaucer  he  sometimes  murmured: 
"God  knows  I  have  an  ample  field  to 
plow  and  feeble  oxen."  But  that  mag- 
nanimous heart  kept  its  own  counsel. 


Who  has  not  heard  of  the  "Spirit  of  the  West"?  Broad  in  its  vision,  sympa- 
thetic and  ambitious  in  its  plans,  over-confident  in  its  powers  and  most  aggressive 
in  its  policies,  that  spirit  grips  you  as  you  pass  beyond  the  Great  Lakes  into  the 
unlimited  horizons  of  the  rolling  prairies.  Those  who  have  never  experienced  its 
secret  influence,  will  never  fully  understand  its  tremendous  power. 

G.  Daly,  C.Ss.R. 
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The  Father  George  Daly  Memorial  Chapel,  Vancouver 

The  chapel,  a  memorial  to  Father  Daly,  is  dedicated  to  St. 
Thomas.  How  its  simple  dignity,  liturgical  beauty  and  golden 
glow  would  delight  Father's  highly  developed  aesthetic  sense. 
How  right  it  is  that  this  issue  of  THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 
should  have  taken  shape  in  Vancouver;  that  these  few  lines 
should  be  written  in  the  chapel  itself. 

The  sunlight  filters  through  the  faintly  amber  window  to  the 
right  of  the  sanctuary,  it  bathes  the  oaken  sanctuary  wall  in 
soft  gold  and  slants  gently  across  the  figure  of  Christ  on  the 
cross.  I  pause  in  my  writing  and  look  up  at  the  beautiful 
crucifix,  look  up  at  and  into  compassionate  eyes  in  a  majestic 
albeit  suffering  face. 

To  the  left,  in  a  chapel-like  entrance,  the  same  golden  glow 
envelops  the  shrine  of  Our  Mother  of  Perpetual  Help. 

"Jesus  and  Mary!  They  never  should  be  separated."  How 
often  Father  Daly  wrote  or  spoke  those  words! 

The  sun  is  higher  now.  The  golden  glow  in  the  chapel  is 
stronger,  surer,  warmer.  It  is  like  the  golden  Faith  and  Love 
of  the  great  Redemptorist  whose  magnanimous  heart  never 
wavered  in  its  dedication  to  "the  many-splendoured  thing." 

May  the  gold  of  Father  Daly's  Faith  and  Love  glow  un- 
ceasingly in  the  heart  of  every  Sister  of  Service  now  and 
always. 
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Our  Lady  of  Good  Service 


Our  Lady  of  Good  Service!  I  leave  you  with  this  beautiful 
ideal,  my  dear  children.  Study  it,  cherish  it.  You  all,  I  know, 
love  our  Blessed  Mother.  This  genuine  devotion  to  Mary  is 
a  sign  of  predestination  and  therefore  a  guarantee  of  persever- 
ance in  your  holy  vocation. 

Go  to  Mary  in  your  joys  and  sorrows,  in  your  doubts,  trials 
and  temptations.  Go  to  Mary  in  your  everyday  work.  If  a 
difficult  problem  presents  itself,  do  not  fail  to  have  recourse 
to  that  Mother  of  Good  Counsel.  Go  to  Mary  to  ask  from  her 
that  eagerness,  devotedness  and  sacrifice  which  should  mark 
your  life  of  service.  Go  to  Mary  and  pray  her  to  give  you  some- 
thing of  her  love  for  the  Child  Jesus.  She  cannot  and  will  not 
refuse  you  that  grace.  She  is  your  Mother;  can  a  Mother  turn 
a  deaf  ear  to  a  loving  child? 

The  great  Saint  Alphonsus,  that  great  lover  of  Mary,  is  a 
shining  example  of  devotedness  to  our  Blessed  Mother.  He 
loved  her  as  a  child  loves  its  mother.  His  life  and  his  writing 
bear  witness  to  this  statement.  What  confidence  he  placed  in 
her  intercession!  Make  your  own  his  beautiful  prayers,  par- 
ticularly the  prayer,  "Most  holy  Immaculate  Virgin."  No 
more  beautiful  prayer  has  ever  fallen  from  the  lips  of  a  saint 
in  honour  of  our  dear  Blessed  Mother. 

Nothing,  my  dear  Children,  would  assure  me  more  of  your 
own  personal  happiness  in  God's  service  and  of  the  welfare 
of  your  Institute  than  to  know  that  each  and  every  one  of 
you  rivals  with  her  Sisters  in  her  particular  devotion  to  Our 
Lady  of  Good  Service. 

With  this  prayer  and  hope  in  my  heart  I  bless  you  and  leave 
you  under  the  mantle  of  our  Immaculate  Mother. 

G.  Daly,  C.Ss.R. 


Editor's  note:  The  foregoing  is  taken  from  one  of  Father  Daly's 
many  beautiful  letters  to  the  Sisters  of  Service. 


Sister  Eileen  Dwyer  in  the  public  school  at  Berlo,  Manitoba. 


The  work  of  the  Sister  of  Service  in 
a  rural  public  school  is  to  develop,  in 
every  pupil,  character  and  good  citizen- 
ship. The  basis  of  this  character  forma- 
tion is  the  Sister's  own  professional 
competency,  her  knowledge  of  Chris- 
tian principles  and  her  own  Christian 
character.  For  the  past  thirty-eight 
years  Sisters  of  Service  have  found  in 
this  work  for  the  Church  "a  field  of 
special  privilege  and  responsibility." 
In  the  words  of  one  devoted  and  sucess- 
ful  S.O.S.  teacher:  "I  teach  Christian 
ideals  all  day  long."  Non-Catholics 
appreciate  and  absorb  this  training 
often  with  superb  results. 

The  half -hour  allowed  at  the  end  of 
the  school  day  for  "straight"  religion 
can  be  well-planned.  Of  course  it  does 
not  at  all  take  the  place  of  home  and 
church  influence  and  teaching.  It  is 
only  supplementary.  It  can  reveal  very 
much,  however,  about  the  home  at- 
titude and  the  needs  of  the  child.  In 


Rycroft  the  children  of  two  Greek 
Orthodox  families  asked  to  come  to 
our  religion  classes.  They  later  wished 
to  become  Catholics  and  were  received 
into  the  Church.  It  was  entirely  their 
own  doing.  We  do  not  proselytize. 

"Piety  is  caught,  not  taught."  It  is 
the  presence  of  the  teacher  which  is 
effective.  Recently  an  American  priest 
said  that  he  knew  a  clever  nun  who,  in 
dealing  with  people  through  her  every- 
day duties,  converted  more  than  any 
missionary  he  knew.  And  this  nun 
never  talked  about  religion.  Depend- 
ence on  God,  intelligent  love  of  His 
children,  action,  these  are  the  winners! 

The  school  subjects  are  fine  tools  for 
building  Christian  character.  Our 
colourful,  romantic  Canadian  history, 
the  story  of  bravery  and  its  reward,  of 
Christian  builders,  explorers  and  mar- 
tyrs, provides  something  with  tremen- 
dous possibilities.  The  teacher  must 
fully  realize  this  and  learn  to  love  to 
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feachers  in  Public  Schools 


Sister  Catherine  Donnelly 


teach  history.  Other  subjects,  civics 
and  municipal  economics  for  instance, 
may  be  used  to  teach  the  necessity  for 
taking  responsibility  and  for  meeting 
challenges. 

The  literature  teacher  is  not  tied 
down  to  any  text  book.  Enrichment  is 
always  encouraged  and  she  may  choose 
the  best  of  influential,  inspiring  and 
character-building  poetry  and  prose; 
whatever  she  can  handle  to  best  advan- 
tage. There  are  dozens  of  poems  on 
which  the  receptive  mind  of  children 
will  long  meditate  and  which  ought  to 
be  memorized  by  the  pupils. 

Geography  is  taught  in  its  relation 
to  human  beings.  The  world  is  the 
home  of  one  big  family  of  God's  child- 
ren. Even  in  Grade  I  if  Geography  is 
made  vivid  there  is  much  opportunity 
to  promote  social  and  missionary  in- 
terest. 

The  greatest  of  books,  the  Holy 
Bible,  is  ours  to  use  in  public  schools. 

HOW  MUCH  THEIR  PARENTS  DON'T  KNOW 


The  school  law  provides  for  opening 
exercises,  including  Bible  reading.  In 
Manitoba,  the  morning  period  for 
opening  exercises  is  ten  minutes.  How 
many  teachers  use  the  full  ten  minutes 
to  advantage  I  wonder.  I  have  enjoyed 
making  the  most  of  this  period  which 
can  be  tremendously  effective  for  the 
whole  day.  In  Alberta,  great  stress  is 
laid  on  the  saying  of  the  Lord's  Prayer 
and  on  Bible  Reading.  If  the  teacher  is 
aware  of  what  this  period  can  do  for 
the  pupils  and  if  she  prepares  for  it, 
choosing  selections  to  suit  her  particu- 
lar class  and  to  suit  certain  circum- 
stances, if  she  reads  in  a  clear  voice, 
dramatic  enough  to  hold  attention,  re- 
sults are  assured.  I  know  of  no  law  in 
any  Province  which  was  or  is  against 
my  using  my  own  Bible.  We  have  hu- 
man rights  in  a  free  country.  What 
puzzles  me  is  this  —  why  do  we  not 
use  them  to  the  full?  Why  look  for  more 
and  more  advantages  when  we  are,  in 
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many  cases,  not  using  what  privileges 
we  already  have? 

Bible  stories  are  included  in  the  So- 
cial Studies  courses  for  junior  pupils. 
I  remember  a  wholesome  eight-year- 
old  boy,  non-Catholic,  in  a  public 
school  in  Saskatchewan.  He  would, 
even  after  the  story-period,  continue  to 
visualize  some  hero  by  whom  he  had 
been  impressed.  He  would  exclaim,  for 
instance,  "I  can't  forget  that  David." 

It  is  a  fact  well-known  to  S.O.S. 
teachers  that,  without  touching  on 
Dogma,  we  can  definitely  inculcate 
religious  thought  and  action  all  day. 
The  personal  contact  with  children, 
Catholic  and  non-Catholic,  is  the 
thing.  "Go  and  teach  all  nations."  First 
of  all,  "Go". 

The  science  areas  at  school  have  vast 
potential.  Teach  thinking  about  God 
through  the  science  of  astronomy,  the 
science  of  outer  space,  which  is  so 
appealing  in  our  day.  Present  facts 
which  will  encourage  meditation  on 
God's  power.  There  has  been  discover- 
ed lately  a  star  three  thousand  billion 
times  as  great  in  volume  as  our  earth 
and  yet  it  is  but  a  speck  in  the  heavens. 
And  nothing  ever  makes  itself!  Here 
you  start  a  chain  of  contemplation  in 
the  child  mind.  And  from  every  point 
of  view,  there  is  no  better  investment 
than  thinking.  Teach  the  art  of  think- 
ing. Beware  of  accepting  ideas  ready- 
made.  Beware  of  falling  back  into  old 
grooves  and  of  being  led  by  prejudice. 

If  we  have  been  given  the  grace  of  the 
true  Faith  it  is  not  because  of  any  in- 


Sister  Phillips  teaches  in  the  public 
school  at  Rycroft,  Alberta. 


herent  worth  of  ours.  Others  may  stand 
higher  in  the  sight  of  God.  We  should 
approach  all  people  with  the  assump- 
tion that  they  are  living  in  good  faith. 
We  must  be  equipped  to  answer  their 
questions  and  we  must  have  no  super- 
iority complex. 

As  our  Sisters  of  Service  move  into 
the  missionary  field  in  the  rural  dis- 
tricts of  the  West,  they  are  turning  their 
faces  in  the  direction  of  fulfilment. 
Tawney  wrote  very  truthfully,  "Those 
who  seek  God  in  isolation  from  their 
fellow-men  are  apt  to  find  not  God,  but 
a  Devil  whose  countenance  bears  an 
embarassing  resemblance  to  their  own; 
and  the  worst  kind  of  isolation  is  isola- 
tion of  the  mind." 
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Family  Reunion 


Sister  B.  Anstett 


Dear  Sister  Superior: 

I  arrived  in  Toronto  a  few  minutes  ago.  Since  there  is  a  little  time  before 
retreat  opens  I  want  to  write  this  thank  you  for  a  very  happy  visit  with  my  dear 
mother  and  family. 

You  can  imagine  the  welcome  I  received  as  I  stepped  off  the  train.  "Grand- 
ma, Grandma,  there's  Auntie  Sister,  there's  Auntie  Sister,"  called  two  excited 
little  ones.  They  were  the  first  to  spy  me.  Soon  I  was  surrounded  by  a  group  of 
lively  youngsters  and  their  proud  parents.  I  was  home  and,  once  again,  I  thanked 
God  for  being  one  of  a  large  family  and  I  marvelled  anew  that  He  had  chosen  me 
for  the  special  grace  of  a  religious  vocation. 

As  soon  as  Mom  heard  I  was  coming  plans  were  made  for  a  family  party. 
You  can  understand  that  it  was  something  of  a  problem  since  the  family  now 
includes  twenty-five  grandchildren.  It  was  decided  to  have  the  gathering  in  the 
rumpus-room  of  Mary's  home.  Since  it  has  a  fire-place  it  was  very  comfortable 
and  there  was  plenty  of  place  for  the  little  ones. 

At  the  buffet-supper,  all  of  us,  from  those  who  had  just  learned  to  walk,  to 
those  who  had  accomplished  this  feat  of  feet  long  years  ago,  helped  themselves 
to  whatever  they  wanted.  The  youngsters  were  thrilled.  The  boys'  plates  were  a 
source  of  wonder  to  me.  Sometimes  we  forget  how  much  boys,  big  and  little,  can 
tuck  away. 

After  supper  the  children  played  bingo.  Andrew,  14,  the  oldest  grandchild 
called  the  numbers.  There  were  many  prizes.  Delighted  winners  kept  reporting 
to  proud  mothers:  "Look,  Mommy,  I  won  this  pencil"  or  "That's  my  second 
bingo."  Danny  took  a  tube  of  toothpaste  and  a  brush.  Catherine,  his  mother, 
whispered  in  an  aside  to  me,  "I  don't  know  why  he  picked  that.  I  have  such  a 
struggle  to  get  him  to  clean  his  teeth." 

As  you  may  suppose,  the  rest  of  us  visited.  Memories  of  the  fun  we  had  at 
home  were  interspersed  with  delightful  tales  of  this  new  generation. 

The  party  ended  all  too  soon  for  both  ourselves  and  the  children.  While 
watching  the  parents  sort  out  and  ready  their  little  flocks  for  the  trip  home,  I 
wondered — would  any  of  these  be  blessed  with  religious  vocations?  I  thought  of 
the  requirements:  a  sincere  desire  to  sanctify  oneself  in  the  service  of  God  and 
souls,  normal  health  and  normal  intelligence.  I  chuckled  as  a  few  incidents  with 
my  nieces  and  nephews  came  to  mind. 

CAN'T  MAKE  FOOLS  OF  THEMSELVES  WITHOUT  BEING  TOLD  ABOUT  IT 
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"Auntie  Sister,  do  you  know  something?" 
"No,  Betty.  What  is  it?" 

"You  know,  Auntie  Sister,  when  I  grow  up  I  want  to  be  a  sister,  just  like 
you." 

While  driving  home  from  Mass  with  my  brother  and  his  two  little  girls, 
Mary  Lou,  4,  and  Julianne,  3,  Mary  Lou  told  me  proudly,  "I  always  stay  in  the 
pew  by  myself  while  Daddy  goes  to  'union.  Pretty  soon  I'll  be  going  to  'union 
too." 

Could  these  be  the  beginnings  of  a  desire  for  self-sanctification  in  the  service 
of  God? 

Mary  Lou  and  Julianne  have  breakfast  with  their  Grandma  after  Mass  on 
Sunday.  My  mother  uses  loose  tea.  Their  mother  uses  tea  bags.  One  morning, 
when  Julianne's  tiny  cup  of  tea  was  poured  there  was  a  tea-leaf  floating  on  top. 
Julianne  looked  at  her  cup  of  tea,  looked  up  at  her  grandmother  with  puzzled 
brown  eyes,  looked  at  her  tea  again,  then  said  in  a  shocked  voice,  "Grandma, 
you're  giving  me  germs."  Julianne  is  going  to  be  healthy  or  know  why! 

One  evening  Mom  and  I  had  dinner  with  one  of  the  families.  The  four  boys 
and  their  older  sister  behaved  beautifully,  dutifully  doing  all  they  had  been 
warned  to  do.  After  the  ice-cream  was  served,  in  that  small  silence  that  follows 
a  delicious  dinner,  Charles  matter-of-factly  announced,  "You  know,  Grandma, 
if  you  hadn't  been  here,  we'd  a  got  more  ice  cream." 

Perhaps  in  twenty  years  time  a  Superior  like  yourself  will  give  permission 
to  another  Sister,  like  myself,  to  visit  her  Mother.  Maybe  this  Sister,  too,  will 
be  met  with:  "Grandma,  Grandma,  there's  Auntie  Sister." 

In  a  few  minutes  the  bell  will  ring  and  retreat  will  begin.  I  have  resolved  to 
pray  especially  for  vocations  during  these  days.  Our  Lord  did  say,  "Pray  ye  the 
Lord  of  the  harvest  ..."  Thank  you  once  again  for  those  wonderful  days  with 
my  family. 

Love  and  prayers  during  retreat, 
Sister  Anstett. 


Sister  Anstett  with  her  mother,  her  brother  and  neices  and  nephews. 


Just  a  line  to  say 


Dear  Sisters: 

I  should  have  written  to  you  long  before  this  to  let  you 
know  I  arrived  here  safely  and  am  very  well.  The  fact  is,  Sister 
we  really  have  been  busy,  so  much  so  that  it  has  been  hard  to 
keep  awake  after  dinner.  I'm  sure  I  walk  many,  many  miles  a 
day  in  this  fabulous  place.  I've  been  very  lucky  and  share  a 
room  with  one  of  the  other  assistant  housekeepers  (there  are 
five  of  us).  She  is  an  English  girl  and  a  Catholic.  She  is  one  of 
the  few  Catholics  here  and  is  such  a  nice  person  with  plenty 
of  wit.  I  am  really  enjoying  it  all  —  the  scenery  is  wonderful, 
the  food  pretty  good  (not  as  good  as  at  your  house  though) 
and  they  provide  plenty  of  entertainment  for  us. 

How  are  you  all  getting  on?  I  did  feel  it  a  great  privilege  to 
be  living  under  your  roof  for  those  few  weeks.  A  few  months 
ago  I  had  sorrow  from  which  I  felt  I  would  never  recover  and 
although  I  begged  and  begged  Our  Lady  to  give  me  some 
relief  it  just  didn't  seem  to  come.  I  don't  know  how  I  dragged 
myself  through  those  days  and  nights  and  I  used  to  wonder 
sometimes  why  Our  Lady  didn't  give  me  some  little  bit  of 
comfort.  Then,  by  Divine  Providence  I  met  Kay  unexpectedly, 
she  brought  me  to  your  place  and  you  know  the  rest  of  the 
story.  The  spirit  of  your  house,  the  kindness  of  the  Sisters,  the 
wonderful  comradeship  of  the  girls,  all  these  helped  to  give 
me  back  my  peace  of  mind  and  a  few  other  good  things  I  had 
never  before  had.  So  you  will  realize  just  how  grateful  I  am 
to  you  and  to  Kay,  who  brought  me  to  you.  God  bless  you  and 
all  the  Sisters  for  the  great  work  you  are  doing. 

Sincerely, 
Claudia. 

This  letter  was  received  by  the  Sisters  in  one  of  the  S.O.S. 
Residential  Clubs. 


SOME  PEOPLE  ARE  SMART  UP  TO  A  CERTAIN  POINT  — THE  HEAD 
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Latin  America 


Far-away  Places 

Sister  Elizabeth  of  the  Cross 


Far  away  places  with  strange-sound- 
ing names  —  like  Yamasa  in  the 
Dominican  Republic.  Nearly  ten  years 
ago  four  Grey  Sisters  of  the  Immaculate 
Conception  from  Pembroke,  Ontario, 
first  saw  this  sleepy-looking  little  vil- 
lage hidden  in  a  fertile  valley,  thirty- 
five  miles  from  the  capital,  Trujillo.  Its 
six  hundred  inhabitants  are  Spanish- 
speaking  and  Catholic  by  tradition  — 
the  island  having  been  discovered  and 
Christianized  by  Christopher  Colum- 
bus and  the  many  priests  and  religious 
who  followed  him  to  the  New  World. 
The  Sisters  were  to  take  charge  of  a 
dispensary  for  the  poor,  the  parish 
school  and  a  home  economics  class.  As 
the  days  flew  by  it  became  evident  that 
the  village  was  more  awake  than  had  at 
first  appeared.  It  has  certainly  kept  the 
Sisters  very  busy  ever  since. 

To  the  dispensary  in  the  convent  the 
sick  poor  came  to  be  treated  for  in- 
digenous diseases  like  malaria,  hook- 
worm, dysentery  and  numerous  skin 
conditions.  Hundreds  of  infants  and 
adults  owe  their  lives  to  the  antibiotics, 
the  vitamins  and  the  care  received  at 
the  dispensary.  Such  medical  supplies, 
made  available  largely  by  generous 


friends  in  Canada,  made  it  possible  for 
the  Sister-in-charge,  and  the  three  na- 
tive girls  trained  to  assist  her,  to  care 
for  an  average  of  one  hundred  patients 
daily. 

The  home  economics  class  began  in 
a  simple  way  in  a  rented  native  house. 
Lessons  in  cooking,  dressmaking  and 
embroidery  were  given  to  girls  and 
young  married  women.  Dressmaking 
was  especially  popular  as  few  ready- 
made  clothes  can  be  bought  in  Yamasa. 

Off  to  the  small  parish  school  went 
the  other  three  Sisters.  The  original  en- 
rolment of  thirty  soon  rose  to  fifty,  then 
to  one  hundred  boys  and  girls,  ranging 
in  age  from  six  to  twenty-six!  The 
Sisters  found  an  excellent  course  of 
studies  which,  among  other  things, 
gives  a  basic  introduction  to  botany, 
zoology  and  anatomy,  these  beginning 
in  grade  three.  Necessarily,  the  eve- 
ning hours  found  the  teachers  poring 
over  text-books,  preparing  the  next 
day's  lessons  with  every  word  in  Span- 
ish. The  Cooperative  Hall,  used  as  a 
school,  was  soon  too  small  for  the  rap- 
idly growing  classes.  The  men  of  the 
parish  built  a  simple  "enramada",  a 
barn-like  structure,  one  hundred  feet 


MANY  HAVE  ASSERTED  THAT  ALL  MEN  ARE  EQUAL,  BUT 
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Grey  Sisters 
treat  patients  in 
a  convent- 
dispensary  in 
Yamasa, 
Dominican 
Republic. 


long,  twenty-five  feet  wide  with  cement 
floor,  bark  roof  (in  which  snakes  de- 
light to  nest),  walls  of  palm  board 
topped  by  chicken  wire  to  provide 
ventilation  and  light.  This  "new" 
school,  divided  into  five  sections  by 
five-foot  partitions,  was  not  exactly 
sound  proof.  Yet  the  first  group  of 
pupils  to  try  official  examinations, 
obligatory  at  the  end  of  grade  six  and 
grade  eight,  obtained  record  marks. 
Prior  to  the  arrival  of  the  Sisters  in 
1951,  no  school  within  a  radius  of 
twenty  miles  of  Yamasa,  had  classes 
beyond  grade  three. 

In  1955,  the  Minister  of  Education 
asked  the  Sisters  to  take  charge  of  the 
public  school  in  Yamasa  and  since  that 
time  all  the  children  of  the  town  and 
many  from  the  surrounding  districts 
have  been  free  to  attend  the  beautiful, 
modern,  nine-room  school  erected  in 
1956.  The  present  enrolment  there  is 
five  hundred  and  twenty.  Half  the 
pupils  attend  classes  in  the  morning, 


the  other  half  in  the  afternoon.  The 
four  teaching  Sisters  are  assisted  by 
five  lay  teachers,  all  their  own  gradu- 
ates. 

Since  September  1959,  three  addi- 
tional Sisters  have  been  teaching  at 
Consuelo,  a  little  town  that  boasts  an 
"ingenio  de  azucar"  (sugar-mill),  where 
registration  has  increased  to  two  hun- 
dred and  eighty-four  pupils. 

To  the  mind  of  the  teaching  Sister, 
however,  intellectual  progress  is  only  a 
part  of  the  story.  The  spiritual  side  is 
first,  and  in  Yamasa  the  Sisters  humbly 
rejoice  to  see  many  children  and  young 
people  now  receiving  the  Sacraments 
regularly.  May  these  young  Domini- 
cans always  live  by  the  Faith  and  de- 
fend it  should  the  need  arise.  It  would 
seem  from  the  trend  of  current  events 
that  such  a  need  may  confront  them  in 
the  future.  It  is  the  spiritual  and  tem- 
poral welfare  of  these  Latin  American 
people  that  the  Church  commends  most 
especially  to  our  prayers  at  this  time. 
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The  Social  Teaching  of  the  Catholic  Church 

The  Family  in  Society 


Sister  Mary  Jackson 


Though  man  is  undoubtedly  im- 
portant as  an  individual,  he  is,  never- 
theless, a  social  being.  It  is  as  a  social 
being,  a  member  of  society,  that  he 
best  reaches  his  full  development. 

The  three  most  important  groups  in 
society  in  the  formation  of  an  individual 
are  the  family,  the  state  or  civil  society 
(government)  and  the  Church.  Each  of 
these  contributes  something  to  the  full 
development  of  the  individual  person. 
A  child  by  its  birth  becomes  a  member 
of  a  family  and  of  a  state  or  country. 
These  two  societies  have  the  right  and 
duty  to  supply  the  child's  natural  and 
material  needs.  The  child  by  baptism 
becomes  a  member  of  the  Church,  the 
Mystical  Body  of  Christ,  the  only  so- 
ciety that  can  supply  its  spiritual  needs. 
In  this  article  we  shall  consider  the 
family  in  society. 

Because  of  God's  purpose  in  insti- 
tuting the  family,  it  is  the  most  im- 
portant unit  of  society.  God's  plan  is 
that  through  the  family,  individuals 
will  be  born  into  the  world  and  educat- 
ed for  a  good  and  useful  life  here,  and 


for  eternal  life  hereafter.  Two  truths 
of  great  importance  follow  from  this 
fact: 

1.  The  first  and  most  important 
purpose  of  marriage  is  to  raise  child- 
ren and  educate  them  in  the  love  and 
fear  of  God. 

2.  The  family  has  rights  and  duties 
which  no  one,  not  even  the  civil  author- 
ity, may  take  away  from  it. 

It  follows  from  the  above  that  par- 
ents bear  serious  obligations.  They  can 
make  a  success  of  their  marriage  and 
family  life  only  by  observing  the  laws 
which  God  has  laid  down  for  them.  The 
Church,  to  whom  God  has  entrusted 
the  Sacrament  of  Matrimony,  contin- 
ually teaches  these  laws  so  that  the 
faithful  may  know  them  and  that,  by 
obeying  them,  families  may  be  happy 
and  successful. 

The  family,  as  we  have  said,  is  a 
little  society  or  group  in  its  own  right. 
The  father  as  the  head  and  the  mother 
as  the  heart  of  this  little  society,  must 
see  to  the  spiritual  and  temporal  needs 
of  their  family.  It  is  the  father's  duty 
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to  support  the  family  and  to  provide  a 
home  and  necessities  for  it  to  the  best 
of  his  ability.  To  be  a  good  father,  he 
must  share  in  the  upbringing  of  the 
children,  spend  time  when  he  can  with 
the  family,  and  take  a  true  fatherly 
interest  in  all  its  activities. 

The  mother  always  retains  the  liberty 
which  belongs  to  her  as  a  human  per- 
son. Her  position  as  wife  and  com- 
panion of  the  father,  and  mother  of 
the  children  is  one  of  honour  and 
nobility.  As  the  heart  of  the  family 
group,  she  has  great  power  to  influence 
it  for  the  good.  She  must  see  to  the 
proper  running  of  the  home  and  to  the 
care  of  the  children,  especially  when 
they  are  very  young.  It  is  therefore 
most  desirable  that  the  mother  should 
not  have  to  take  work  outside  the  home 
to  help  support  the  family. 

Husband  and  wife,  as  loving  parents 


of  the  family  and  companions  to  each 
other,  should  work  together,  trying  to 
understand  and  assist  each  other.  They 
should  co-operate  to  develop  for  their 
family  a  fine  home  life  built  on  Chris- 
tian principles.  It  is  no  easy  task  to 
spend  a  lifetime  fulfilling  all  the 
married  state  requires,  but  married 
people  can  find,  in  the  special  graces  of 
the  Sacrament  of  Matrimony,  all  the 
help  they  need  to  make  marriage 
successful  and  happy. 

The  duties  of  parents  are  of  great 
importance  and  of  serious  obligation, 
and  include  caring  for  the  spiritual, 
physical  and  social  welfare  of  their 
children.  Parents  look  after  the  spirit- 
ual welfare  of  their  children  by: 
1.  Having  them  baptized  as  soon  as 
possible; 

(Continued  on  page  30) 


The  father  shares  in  the  upbringing  of  the  children 
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Dean  S\Sler. 

From  Religious  Correspondence  Schools  in  Edmonton,  Regina  and  Fargo,  N.D. 


Thank  you  for  the  lessons  we  all  hope  we 
will  get  them  again  in  September.  My  mother 
can't  speak  or  write  english  very  good  so  I 
am  writing  it.  Our  lessons  were  not  very 
hard.  We  will  try  to  attend  a  summer  school 
if  there  is  one  in  our  parish.  Theresa  is  go- 
ing to  do  her  first  communion  in  the  summer 
school.  We  hope  she  will  do  it  very  well. 
During  the  holidays  we  will  pray  to  God 
and  we  will  do  some  extra  work  too.  Yours 
truly,  Mary  and  all  the  children 

I  want  to  thank  you  for  the  lovely  Rosary 
you  sent  me  on  completing  my  religious  in- 
structions. You  can  be  sure  I'll  always 
cherish  it.  Thank  you.  Sincerely, 

Helen 

How  are  you?  We  are  all  fine.  There  are 
six  of  us  in  our  family  now.  Momey  just  got 
out  of  the  hospital.  We  have  a  baby  girl,  her 
name  is  Lois  Eileen,  we  like  her  very  much. 
I  just  wanted  to  tell  you  about  my  baby 
sister.  So  I  must  clos  now  and  go  to  bed. 
Love,  Phyllis 


I'm  very  sorry  we  have  mislaid  our  quiz. 
We  had  them  ready  a  long  time.  But  accound 
of  bad  roads.  So  we  will  send  them  in  Sept. 
We  are  enclosing  a  dollar  as  we  said.  Yours 
truly,  Louise 
P.S.  We  found  Joseph's 

I  like  the  catechism  lessons  you  sent  us 
very  much.  I  will  be  glad  to  do  them  again 
in  the  Fall.  I  have  a  baby  sister  Margaret. 
She  is  five  months  old.  Scan  sit  alone,  laugh 
aloud  and  play  with  her  rattle.  I  take  care 
of  her  when  Mommy  is  busy,  Thanks  very 
much  for  the  nice  lessons.  With  love, 

Janice 

Just  a  few  lines  to  wish  you  the  best  with 
your  summer  work.  Wish  there  was  a  vaca- 
tion school  near  here.  We  will  be  back  at 
Willow  River  by  September,  I  hope.  We  will 
remember  you  in  our  prayers.  Yours  sin- 
cerely, Margaret 

Say,  how  are  you?  As  we  are  all  fine.  We 
hope  that  you  are  the  same  up  there.  How 
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do  you  like  the  weather?  As  you  asked  me 
where  my  brother's  lesson  is.  As  we  are 
sorry  that  you  don't  have  to  sent  any  down 
because  he  is  going  on  job  so  can't  do  any- 
more. So  you  don't  have  to  sent  any  for 
him.  Well  how  do  you  like  checking  them? 
So  I  guess  I  have  to  close  up.  With  love, 

Irene 

I  wish  to  show  my  appreciation  for  the 
opportunity  you  have  given  me  in  taking 
catechism  lessons  by  mail.  In  your  last  les- 
son you  stated  that  this  was  the  last  lessons. 
I  wish  that  you  will  accept  this  small  dona- 
tion for  the  services  you  have  performed  for 
me.  I  wish  to  discontinue  the  lessons  as  I 
will  be  finishing  school  in  June  and  will  be 
moving  into  the  wiles  of  the  world.  Thank 
you  Otto 

How  are  you.  We  senter  the  lessons  a 
long  time  ago  abd  they  nezer  came  back 
home.  They  maybe  lost  but  they  didn't  come 
home  and  I  like  my  lessons  you  senter  to  me. 

Gloria 

We  like  doing  our  catechism  and  Frances 
liked  crayoning  the  picture  of  Jesus.  We 
both  want  to  continue  taking  lessons  and 
Tommy  wants  to  take  lessons  also.  Love, 

Kathleen,  Frances  and  Tommy 

How  are  you.  I  am  fine.  I  like  my  cate- 
chism. I  love  God  and  I'll  do  my  best.  I'm 
learning  my  catechism  so  I  can  have  my 
communion. 

Johnny 

I  am  a  catholic  and  a  believer  of  the 
Catholic  faith.  I  am  attending  regular  cate- 
chism lessons  here  at  our  beautiful  church. 
But  I  would  still  like  to  know  more  about 
God.  I  would  like  to  send  for  catechism  les- 
sons. And  so  are  my  brother  and  sister.  We 
are  eager  to  get  at  least  one  lesson  soon.  We 
will  surely  appreciate  your  help.  Thank  you 
Very,  Very  Much.  Yours  sincerely 

Jeannie 

I  am  writing  to  ask  you  if  I  could  right 
the  examination  of  Religious  Correspond- 


ence. Could  I  please  get  them  perty  soon. 
Yours  truly,  Rose 

It  might  interest  you  to  know  that  Mom 
bought  a  Holy  Rosary  Family  Bible  for  us 
last  spring.  I  (Connie)  read  2  or  3  chapters 
of  it  aloud  to  my  mother  and  sisters  each 
day  and  we  all  enjoy  it.  We  also  make  great 
use  of  the  Catholic  encyclopedia  in  the  back. 
Since  I  am  always  looking  up  things,  I  have 
read  or  rather  studied  very  near  all  that  part 
of  the  book.  It  is  beautiful  with  many  Bibli- 
cal pictures,  hundreds  of  them,  and  pictures 
of  the  Vatican,  the  Pope,  St.  Peter's,  etc. 
Thank  you  very  much  for  all  you  have  done 
for  us  and  will  do.  God  bless  you  and  your 
wonderful  work.  Connie 

We  are  indeed  sorry  we  have  not  made 
any  effort  in  the  completion  of  the  little  les- 
sons you  so  kindly  sent.  We  all  (our  three 
daughters,  my  husband  and  I)  want  to  take 
advantage  of  your  second  offer  to  assist  us 
to  teach  the  children  their  Catholic  doctrine. 
It  is  enjoyable  to  hear  our  little  boy,  aged 
2V2,  try  to  imitate  the  girls  when  they  say 
their  prayers  each  night.  It  sounds  so  sweet 
to  hear  a  young  baby  try  to  pray.  Patricia 
enjoys  colouring  and  she  answered  all  the 
little  questions  correctly  after  about  ten  trys. 
At  least  she  says  "God  takes  care  of  me 
because  I  am  His  little  friend."  I  hope  she 
gets  some  stars  for  encouragement.  God 
bless  you. 

Mrs.  L.M. 

I  thought  you  would  be  interested  to  know 
that  Leona  had  her  big  night  on  May  1 1 . 
She  was  confirmed  and  took  the  name  Eliza- 
beth. She  certainly  looked  nice  and  re- 
sponded to  the  Bishop's  questions  better 
than  those  children  who  have  Catechism 
lessons  every  Sunday.  I  think  these  corres- 
pondence lessons  are  really  wonderful  for 
children  who  cannot  attend  church.  David 
has  difficulties  with  his  answering  the  sheets 
because  he  is  just  switching  from  printing 
to  writing  in  school.  Therefore  you  will  find 
quite  a  mixture  of  both. 
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2.  Making  sure  that  they  are  properly 
instructed  in  their  Faith  and  help- 
ing in  giving  this  instruction; 

3.  Setting  good  example  by  their  own 
Christian  lives; 

4.  Assisting  their  children  to  choose 
playmates  and  friends  who  will  not 
harm  them  by  sinful  influence; 

5.  Guiding  their  children  in  their 
choice  of  reading,  movies,  radio, 
TV  and  outside  recreation; 

6.  Ensuring  that  they  and  their  child- 
ren are  at  Mass  on  Sundays  and 
holydays  and  receive  the  Sacra- 
ments regularly. 

Parents  look  after  the  physical  and 
social  welfare  of  their  family  by: 

1.  Providing  a  home,  food,  clothing 
and  medical  care  to  the  best  of  their 
ability; 

2.  Providing  a  suitable  education  for 
all  the  children; 

3.  Helping  the  children  to  become  co- 
operative members  of  the  family 
and  community,  that  they  may  take 
their  place  in  life  as  good  Christians 
should. 

Parents  and  children  must  keep  in 
mind  that  children  belong  first  of  all  to 


God.  He  created  them  and  placed  them 
in  their  particular  families  to  be 
brought  up  for  their  own  and  their 
family's  happiness,  but  also  for  His 
honour  and  glory.  He  calls  each  child 
to  a  particular  state  of  life  which  will 
suit  that  child  best.  He  destines  each 
person,  through  the  chosen  state  of  life, 
to  an  eternity  of  happiness  with  Him. 

When  the  time  comes  for  the  child- 
ren to  choose  a  state  of  life,  the  parents 
should  assist  them  by  prayer  and  ad- 
vice. Once  a  son  or  daughter  has 
properly  chosen  a  state  of  life,  parents 
must  not  interfere  or  insist  on  some 
other  course  which  they  want.  This  re- 
fers to  the  means  of  livelihood  the  child 
selects,  and  also  to  the  permanent  state 
of  life  in  which  the  son  or  daughter  will 
finally  settle — the  priesthood,  the  reli- 
gious life,  the  married  state  or  the 
single  state. 

We  read  in  Holy  Scripture,  "Those 
who  instruct  others  to  justice  will  shine 
like  stars  for  all  eternity."  This  beauti- 
ful promise  can  certainly  be  applied  to 
faithful  Christian  parents  who  have 
guided  their  children  from  infancy  in 
the  ways  of  God  and  have  tried  to  ful- 
fil God's  laws  in  their  married  life.  The 
life  work  of  parents  is  certainly  "in- 
structing others  to  justice"  and  will 
merit  the  "rewarding  exceeding  great" 
which  Our  Lord  promised  to  all  those 
who  do  God's  will  in  this  life. 
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Peace  River:  At  Immaculate  Concep- 
tion School  in  Peace  River,  the  Grade 
V  class  had  the  highest  average  in  the 
Christmas  catechism  exam.  Grade  V 
thus  won  four  religious  filmstrips  and 
records  of  the  St.  John's  Catechism. 
The  award  was  given  by  the  Peace 
River  Knights  of  Columbus.  His  Ex- 
cellency, Most  Reverend  H.  Routhier, 
O.M.I. ,  Vicar-Apostolic  of  Grouard, 
presented  the  award  to  Donna  Goy  who 
made  the  highest  individual  mark  in 
Grade  V  —  98%.  The  Grade  V  aver- 
age was  76.6%.  Grade  XI  came  next 
with  70%. 


Bishop  Routhier  presents  the  award  to 
Donna.  Her  teacher,  Sister  Deighan, 
looks  proudly  on. 


Mr.  McNevin  with  pupils  in  the  leather- 
craft  class. 


Vancouver:  Every  Monday  night  here 
in  Vancouver  one  hears  the  question 
"Is  John  coming  tonight?"  It  is  heard 
from  various  directions  and  refers  to 
Mr.  John  McNevin  of  the  Tandy 
Leather  Company,  who  has  been  in- 
structing us  in  leathercraft  since  last 
October.  John  is  not  only  endowed 
with  a  great  deal  of  talent  in  the  handl- 
ing of  leather,  he  is  also  blessed  with 
an  abundance  of  patience.  During  the 
first  few  lessons,  groans  and  sighs  were 
audible  from  all  corners,  as  we  strug- 
gled to  produce  designs  on  leather.  Like 
every  other  art  or  craft,  this  one  had 
to  be  achieved  through  persevering 
effort.  Now  as  we  look  at  what  has  been 
accomplished  we  experience  pardon- 
able feelings  of  pride  and  joy. 
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Rycroft:  Four  Grade  VII  and  VIII 
sodalists  in  Rycroft  started  an  apostolic 
project  on  their  own  initiative  this  past 
school  year.  The  four  girls  decided  to 
do  something  about  getting  Catholic 
literature  into  homes  where  it  could  do 
good.  One  day  each  week  they  devote 
their  lunch  hour  to  the  work.  An  ac- 
curate record  is  kept  of  what  is  sent,  to 
whom  and  when. 


The  picture  was  taken  as  the  sodal- 
ists worked  at  their  project.  The  girls, 
from  left  to  right,  are:  standing,  Anna 
Chascha,  Janette  Shaykowski;  seated, 
Mary  Ann  Milkovich  and  Frances 
Sandul. 


Toronto:  During  her  recent  trip  West, 
Sister  Zink  visited  the  school  in  Sex- 
smith,  Alberta,  in  which  the  Sisters  of 
Holy  Cross  teach.  In  the  grade  I  room 
Sister  said  she  would  love  to  be  a  grade 
I  pupil.  Noticing  that  there  were  more 
boys  than  girls  she  asked  the  children 
if  they  thought  she  would  make  three 
little  girls  if  she  stayed.  One  youngster 
chuckled,  chortled,  then  blurted  out, 
"Not  three,  four"! 

Fargo,  North  Dakota:  Sandy  Noyes, 
Maura  Crary  and  Claudia  Johnson  are 
true  little  missionaries.  Faithfully,  each 
Tuesday  and  Friday  of  the  school  year, 
they  come  to  the  S.O.S.  Correspond- 
ence School  in  Fargo  to  help  the  sis- 
ters. They  do  many  little  tasks,  folding, 
stamping,  stapling  et  cetera,  which 
accelerate  the  sending  out  of  catechism 
lessons.  In  the  accompanying  picture 
we  see,  from  left  to  right,  Sandy, 
Maura,  Sister  Harding  and  Claudia. 
God  will  certainly  bless  the  generosity 
of  these  Grade  VII  girls.  To  them,  as 
to  older  apostles  the  promise  was  given 
—  "Those  who  instruct  others  unto 
justice  shall  shine  like  stars  for  all 
eternity." 


Little  missionaries 
with  Sister  Harding 
in  Fargo. 
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The  Steady  Subscriber 


(Melody:  The  Old  Oaken  Bucket) 

How  dear  to  my  heart  i$  the  $teady  $ub$criber, 

Who  pay$  in  advance  the  Fir$t  of  each  year; 
Who  $end$  in  hi$  money  and  doe$  it  quite  gladly, 

And  ca$t$  round  the  office  a  halo  of  cheer. 
He  never  $ay$:  "$top  it,  I  cannot  afford  it." 

Nor  "I'm  getting  more  paper$  now  than  I  read/7 
But  alway$:  "$end  it,  the  family  like$  it; 

In  fact,  we  all  find  it  the  thing  that  we  need/7 

How  welcome  his  letter  when7er  it  come$  to  u$; 

How  it  make$  our  heart  throb,  how  it  make$  our 
eye$  dance! 

We  outwardly  thank  him,  we  inwardly  ble$$  him; 
The  $teady  Subscriber  who  pay$  in  advance. 
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Memo 

from  the  Editors  des\ 


Archdiocese  of  Regina 

On  October  8,  1961  public  celebrations  in  Regina  will  commemorate  the 
Golden  Jubilee  of  the  Archdiocese.  The  diocese  of  Regina  was  erected  in  1910 
as  a  suffragan  See  to  the  Archdiocese  of  St.  Boniface.  The  first  Bishop,  however, 
was  not  appointed  until  July  1911  when  the  Most  Reverend  Olivier  Elzear 
Mathieu,  Rector  of  Laval  University  in  Quebec,  was  nominated.  Bishop  Mathieu 
was  consecrated  on  November  11  of  that  same  year  and  officially  installed  as 
Bishop  of  Regina  on  November  23rd,  1911.  The  Diocese  at  the  time  comprised 
approximately  one  half  of  the  Province  of  Saskatchewan. 

In  1915  Regina  was  raised  to  the  status  of  an  Archdiocese  and  Archbishop 
Mathieu  became  its  first  Archbishop.  In  1921  the  Abbey  of  St.  Peter  at  Muenster, 
Saskatchewan  was  officially  established  as  an  Abbey  Nullius.  The  Diocese  of 
Gravelbourg  was  erected  in  1930,  that  of  Saskatoon  in  1933.  With  the  erection 
of  the  new  dioceses  there  was  a  corresponding  reduction  in  the  size  of  the  Arch- 
diocese which  today  is  comprised  of  the  south-east  quarter  of  the  Province,  a 
territory  of  about  45,000  square  miles.  Latin  Catholics  number  85,000  served 
by  93  diocesan  and  82  religious  priests,  3  brothers  and  486  sisters. 

The  number  of  priests  and  religious  serving  85,000  souls  is  impressive.  When 
these  numbers  are  viewed,  however,  against  a  background  of  45,000  square  miles, 
the  truly  missionary  nature  of  much  of  the  work  in  the  Archdiocese  is  thrown 
into  perspective. 

PIETY:  BEING  NICE  TO  EVERYBODY  FROM  GOD  DOWN 
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Archbishop  Mathieu  guided  the  Archdiocese  from  1911  until  1930.  From 
1915  to  1918  Reverend  Father  George  Daly,  C.Ss.R.  was  rector  of  Holy  Rosary 
Cathedral  in  Regina.  It  was  during  those  years  that  Father  Daly's  preoccupation 
with  the  problems  of  the  Church  in  Western  Canada  was  born. 

The  second  Archbishop  of  Regina  was  His  Eminence  James  C.  Cardinal 
McGuigan,  who  occupied  the  See  from  1930  until  his  appointment  to  Toronto 
in  1935.  Cardinal  McGuigan  was  succeeded  in  Regina  by  the  Most  Reverend 
Peter  Joseph  Monahan  who  died  in  1947. 

His  Grace  the  Most  Reverend  M.  C.  O'Neill  is  the  present  Archbishop.  To 
him,  to  his  priests,  religious  and  people  the  Sisters  of  Service  offer  sincere  con- 
gratulations on  the  achievements  of  fifty  years.  Despite  drought,  depression  and 
war  the  Church  in  Saskatchewan  has  forged  ahead  until  today  it  is  blessed  not 
only  in  its  hierarchy  and  clergy  but  in  an  alert  and  articulate  Catholic  laity. 


The  Scarboro  Fathers 

When,  after  years  of  missionary  activity  in  that  country,  the  doors  of  China 
were  closed  to  the  Scarboro  Fathers  in  1949,  they  were  disappointed  but  un- 
daunted. God  never  closes  one  door  but  He  opens  another  and  in  the  years  since 
1949  doors  have  opened  to  the  Scarboro  Fathers  in  other  mission  lands  including 
Latin  America. 

Father  Harold  Oxley's  article  on  page  14  of  this  issue  is  a  history  in  capsule 
form  which  we  should  know  by  heart.  In  the  Foreign  Mission  Field  the  Scarboro 
Fathers  and  Our  Lady's  Missionaries  spell  English-speaking  Catholic  Canada. 
They  represent  all  of  us;  we  should  be  solidly  behind  them  with  our  prayers  and 
our  alms. 


Redemptorist  Fathers 

Congratulations  to  Very  Reverend  George  T.  O'Reilly,  C.Ss.R.,  newly- 
appointed  Provincial  of  the  Toronto  Province  and  to  Very  Reverend  Bernard 
Johnson,  C.Ss.R.  Provincial  of  the  newly-erected  Edmonton  Province  of  the 
Redemptorist  Fathers.  We  ask  our  Mother  of  Perpetual  Help  to  guide  and  direct 
the  zealous  members  of  both  Provinces  in  their  labours  to  bring  to  all  souls  a 
plentiful  redemption. 
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TELLING  YOUR  TROUBLES  ALWAYS  HELPS.  THE  WORLD'S  DUMB 
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SASKATCHEWAN 


Saskatchewan  became  a  province  in  1905.  Until 
that  time  her  quarter  million  square  miles  were 
just  a  part  of  the  vast  Northwest  Territories. 

In  half  a  century  Saskatchewan  has  developed 
to  a  point  where  she  produces  more  than  half  the 
wheat  grown  in  Canada — and  wheat  is  still  Cana- 
da's most  important  export  to  a  hungry  world  — 
and  where  agriculture  is  now  being  supplemented 
by  developments  in  mining  and  in  secondary  in- 
dustry. 

Saskatchewan's  development  in  the  fields  of 
education  and  social  welfare  has  kept  pace  with 
her  development  in  agriculture  and  industry. 

In  both  education  and  social  welfare  the  Sisters 
of  Service  are  making  a  small,  but  we  hope  im- 
portant, contribution.  The  Religious  Correspon- 
dence School  in  Regina  helps  to  keep  the  light  of 
Faith  burning  brightly  where  otherwise  it  might 
flicker  feebly  and  die.  In  Sinnett,  the  Sisters  are 
teaching  in  the  public  elementary  and  continuation 
schools.  In  Saskatoon  a  residence  for  university 
students  is  maintained  while  two  Sister  social- 
workers  are  on  the  staff  of  the  Catholic  Welfare 
Bureau. 


INDIFFERENCE  MAKES  YOU  MAD  ENOUGH  TO  KEEP  ON  FIGHTING 
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From  Regina  the  Sisters  write 


"I  Remember" 


Two  Red-Letter  Days 
Mother  of  God!  we  hail  thy  heart, 

Throned  in  the  azure  skies, 
While  far  and  wide  within  its  charm 
The  whole  creation  lies. 
O  sinless  heart,  all  hail! 
God's  dear  delight,  all  hail! 
Our  home,  our  home  is  deep  in  thee, 
Eternally,  eternally. 

When  the  pilgrim  Virgin  of  Fatima 
was  brought  to  our  convent  by  Rev- 
erend Father  Patrick  Moore,  S.F.M., 
Father  Faber's  words  found  echo  in  our 
hearts.  Our  Lady  came  to  us  before 
beginning  a  Jubilee  Year  tour  of  the 
Regina  Archdiocese.  For  twenty-four 
hours  we  had  the  privilege  of  reciting 
many  rosaries  as  we,  and  several 
friends,  kept  vigil  at  Our  Lady's  shrine. 
We  were  sorry  to  see  the  statue  go  but 
grateful  for  having  had  it.  We  know  that 
the  Pilgrim  Virgin's  visit  will  be  fruit- 


ful in  blessings  for  ourselves  and  for 
the  children  whom  we  instruct  in  reli- 
gion. 

The  fourth  annual  Tea  organized  by 
the  C.W.L.  for  the  S.O.S.  in  Regina 
was  more  successful  than  ever  this  year. 
Mrs.  P.  J.  Bolen,  the  convenor,  and  her 
committee  worked  indefatigably  and 
their  efforts  were  richly  rewarded. 

When  the  final  reckoning  was  made 
a  cheque  for  $723.25  was  given  to  us 
to  help  with  the  expenses  of  the  religi- 
ous correspondence  work.  With  the 
soaring  prices  of  mimeograph  paper, 
ink  et  cetera,  bills  are  hard  to  meet.  We 
are  sincerely  grateful  to  all  who  con- 
tributed in  any  way  toward  making  the 
event  so  successful. 


Sister  Albury 


SOME  SCIENTISTS  DON'T  SEEM  TO  BE  SURE  WHETHER 
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A  Musical  Incident 


Country  missions  are  not  usually 
known  for  their  Schola  Cantorum  and 
this  was  no  exception.  The  far  more 
necessary  elements  of  good  will  and 
generosity  usually  abound,  however, 
and  again  this  mission  was  no  excep- 
tion. 

Confirmation  and  Episcopal  Visita- 
tion are  big  events  in  a  parish  and  de- 
mand the  best.  Therefore  choir  prac- 
tice was  begun  immediately.  Nine  days 
to  prepare  is  little  enough  time  so  the 
choristers  met  daily  at  first  and,  as  en- 
thusiasm increased  and  days  diminish- 
ed, we  agreed  to  put  on  a  little  more 
pressure  and  perhaps  set  up  in  opposi- 
tion to  Leslie  Bell  when  Confirmation 
was  over.  In  true  liturgical  style  we 
sang  without  accompaniment  for  the 
simple  reason  that  we  didn't  have  an 
accompaniment  book  with  us.  We  were 
ready,  therefore,  to  sing  from  a  one 
finger  introduction,  namely  the  note  on 
which  the  music  began.  To  give  some 
idea  of  the  amount  of  work  put  into  the 
choir,  one  member  said  that  she  had 

SPLITTING  THE  ATOM  WAS  A  WISE  CRACK 


discontinued  counting  sheep  while  try- 
ing to  get  to  sleep  and  had  taken  up 
singing  the  "Veni  Creator"  instead. 

The  big  day,  as  all  big  days  do, 
finally  arrived.  A  sister  teaching  at  the 
next  mission  came  to  give  us  any  neces- 
sary last-minute  help.  In  her  misguided 
zeal  she  brought  an  accompaniment 
book,  opened  it  at  the  proper  place  and 
set  it  up  on  the  organ.  Everything  was 
ready  and  the  procession  began.  The 
organist,  suddenly  faced  with  an  ac- 
companiment book  she  had  never  seen 
before,  quite  understandably  got  nerv- 
ous. The  result  sounded  more  like 
"Hail,  Hail  The  Gang's  All  Here"  with 
variations  in  six  parts  than  the  Gregori- 
an "Sacerdos  et  Pontifex"  in  unison. 

With  a  soft  shout  we  managed  to 
stop  the  performance  and  begin  again, 
this  time  without  accompaniment  and 
all  on  the  same  note.  His  Grace  the 
Archbishop  had  reached  the  sanctuary 
by  this  time,  but  the  choir,  having  now 
"well  begun"  continued  bravely  to  the 
end.  sister  Bridgeo 
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The  Song  of  a  Nightingale 

I  was  teaching  at  Lemberg,  Saskat- 
chewan, where  Reverend  Father  Rich- 
ard Kozian,  O.M.I. ,  a  veteran  mission- 
ary and  a  music-lover,  is  pastor.  One 
evening  at  dinner  Father  asked  me  if 
I  had  ever  heard  the  song  of  a  nightin- 
gale. I  said  no.  "You  will  in  a  few  days," 
Father  told  me  mysteriously.  I  express- 
ed my  delight  at  the  prospect  though  I 
couldn't  imagine  how  it  was  to  be  done. 

A  few  evenings  later  a  neighbour  ar- 
rived with  a  tape-recorder.  Suddenly  I 
heard  the  most  beautiful  singing;  it 
went  on  and  on  from  note  to  note.  "Oh, 


it  is  so  beautiful,"  I  exclaimed  "That," 
said  Father,  "is  the  song  of  a  nightin- 
gale." 

Father  Kozian  had  visited  his  broth- 
er in  Germany  some  time  previously. 
Once,  as  they  sat  quietly  on  the  veran- 
dah, a  nightingale  commenced  to  sing. 
Father  was  fortunate  enough  to  get  it 
on  a  tape.  And  way  out  on  the  Saskat- 
chewan prairie  this  little  feathered 
songster  lifted  my  heart  right  up  to  Our 
Father  in  Heaven  who  gave  us  these 
wondrous  creatures  that  through  them 
we  might  know  and  love  and  serve  Him. 

Sister  Nightingale 


The  May  Procession 

Weekend  teaching  at  Chamberlain  is 
never  dull,  but  during  May  and  June 
parish  activities  seem  to  abound:  the 
Forty  Hours,  the  May  procession,  Cor- 
pus Christi  and  so  on. 

The  May  procession  is  always  im- 
pressive and  devotional.  There  is  a 
togetherness  in  these  little  country 
churches  that  one  sometimes  misses  in 
larger,  more  imposing  structures.  One 
has  the  feeling  here  of  being  caught  up 
in  acts  of  truly  corporate  worship. 

This  year  the  procession  was  beauti- 
ful as  always.  The  children  looked  nice, 
behaved  beautifully,  were  very  serious 
as  they  laid  their  flowers  and  their 
spiritual  bouquets  at  Our  Lady's  feet. 
But,  when  the  crowning  was  all  over 
I  noticed  that  two  little  girls  were  still 
carefully  holding  the  flowers  they  had 
forgotten  to  leave  at  the  shrine.  And 
hold  them  carefully  they  did  —  all 
through  the  Holy  Mass  which  followed 
the  procession. 

When  Mass  was  over  the  two  lassies, 
without  any  prompting  and  with  con- 


siderable poise,  solemnly  proceeded  to 
the  shrine  where  they  deposited  the 
flowers  they  had  been  too  excited  to 
remember  earlier.  The  ceremony  was 
now  quite  complete. 

Sister  Hurley 


The  Family  Rosary 

Last  summer's  vacation  schools  have 
left  me  with  many  memories,  sad,  glad 
and  humorous.  The  one  that  stands  out 
among  all  the  others  is  the  recitation 
of  the  Family  Rosary. 

In  all  of  the  districts  in  which  I  taught 
every  family  I  visited  was  faithful  to 
this  laudable  custom.  In  the  evening  the 
whole  family  assembled  for  the  rosary. 
When  I  was  present  I  was  invited  to 
join  in.  It  was  a  happy  experience  to 
kneel  with  these  truly  Christian  families 
in  their  nightly  act  of  devotion  to  the 
Mother  of  God.  How  true  the  well- 
known  Rosary  Crusade  motto:  "The 
family  that  prays  together  stays  to- 
gether." 

Sister  Ingrouville 


S.O.S.  Stamp  Club 

Stamps  for  catechism-by-mail  can  be  a  formidable  item  in  our  Religious  Correspond- 
ence Schools.  At  best,  the  income  in  all  three  schools  is  decidedly  lower-bracket.  The 
stamp  burden  is  lightened,  however,  by  friends  who  regularly  or  occasionally  send  us 
donations  for  this  purpose.  For  almost  twenty  years  one  of  the  most  consistently  bright 
spots  in  the  stamp  picture  has  been  the  S.O.S.  Stamp  Club  of  St.  Peter's  Seminary, 
London. 

Since  December  1942  the  S.O.S.  Stamp  Club  in  St.  Peter's  has  contributed  steadily 
to  the  Religious  Correspondence  wor\.  These  contributions  represent  sacrifice  on  the 
part  the  of  seminarians  who  normally  do  not  have  a  great  deal  of  money. 

It  ts  a  privilege  to  acknowledge  this  long-standing  debt  to  the  seminarians,  past  and 
present,  of  St.  Peter's  in  London.  Nor  do  we  forget  to  acknowledge  the  guiding  hand  of 
the  Rector  of  St.  Peter's,  our  staunch  friend,  Right  Reverend  Monsignor  A.  P.  Mahoney, 
P.  A. 

CAR.  THEY  ONLY  SEEM  MORE  GLARING  THAN  OUR  OWN 
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The  Sisters'  convent  in  the  foreground.  In  the  background  the  three 
room  school.  St.  Ignatius  Church  is  about  two  miles  straight  ahea 


Sister  Trautman  with  grade  one  pupils 


Sister  Barton  with  high  school  pupils 


There  is  not  a  great  deal  to  see  in  Sinnett,  Saskatchewan.  In  fact  it  could 
be  missed  quite  easily.  The  arrow  which  points  Sinnett-wards  from  the  main 
highway  is  small  and  a  bit  weather-beaten.  Driving  down  the  sideroad  toward 
Sinnett  one  passes  an  occasional  house  and,  just  south  of  the  railroad  track,  the 
store  and  post  office.  The  Sisters'  house  and  the  school  are  on  the  other  side  of 
the  track  which  seems  to  stretch  endlessly  across  the  prairie.  Two  elevators  and 
a  pint-sized  station  indicate  Sinnett. 

The  pastor  of  Sinnett,  Father  McGrath,  (with  fedora)  coaches  the 
Sinnett  football  team. 


Bobbing  for  apples  in  the  school-yard  at  Hallowe'en 


But  Sinnett  has  life  and  life  a-plenty.  Ask  the  Sisters  who  guide  the  children 
from  Grade  I  through  Grade  XI.  Ask  Father  McGrath,  the  pastor,  who  coaches 
his  boys  not  only  in  the  rubrics  of  serving  at  the  altar  but  in  the  intricacies  of 
football  and  hockey.  Ask  the  parents  whose  youngsters  chatter  about  school 
work,  4H  activities,  Hallowe'en  and  other  school  parties,  school  dramatics  and 
various  liturgical  functions.  Oh  yes,  Sinnett  is  alive  and  most  actively  engaged  in 
a  very  rewarding  way  of  life  —  rural  family  living. 


The  Sinnett 
version  of 
Snow  White 
and  the 
Seven  Dwarfs 


Diminutive  is  perhaps  the  most 
descriptive  word  to  apply  to  the 
S.O.S.  convent  in  Sinnett.  Every- 
thing about  it  is  small  —  but  it  is 
typical  of  the  surroundings  in  which 
the  Sisters  of  Service  like  to  be 
found.  To  take  the  picture  of  the 
chapel  it  was  necessary  to  lean 
against  the  back  wall  of  the  adjoin- 
ing room.  But  the  Blessed  Sacrament 
is  there  and  only  those  who  have  had 
the  privilege  to  pray  in  a  very  small 
chapel  can  know  the  wonder  of  be- 
ing so  very  close  to  the  Tabernacle. 

Sister  Mary  Regan  is  the  Superior 
in  Sinnett.  When  she  types  a  letter 
it  is  a  wall-to-wall  operation.  She 
settles  herself  in  the  little  corridor 
off  which  four  small  rooms  open. 
The  typewriter  is  against  one  wall, 
Sister's  chair  is  against  the  other. 
But  the  glorious  western  sunshine 
pours  through  the  window  and,  to 
offset  the  lack  of  space  indoors,  all 
the  grand  outdoors  is  hers  to  admire. 
Sister  Regan's  time  is  not  all  spent 
in  typing.  Besides  housekeeping  and 
book-keeping,  Sister  is  the  busy 
choir  director  and  organist  for  St. 
Ignatius  church  in  Sinnett  and  for 
the  Sinnett  missions. 

In  the  kitchen-dining-common 
room,  Sister  Trautman  manipulates 
one  of  her  puppets  while  Sister 
Regan  and  Sister  Barton  look  on. 
The  frigidaire  can  be  seen  at  Sister 
Barton's  back,  the  water  pail  is  in  the 
corner  behind  Sister  Regan.  Life  in 
Sinnett  is  a  mixture  of  the  modern 
and  the  primitive.  It  is  a  missionary 
life.  It  is  a  life  in  which  the  Sisters 
of  Service  thrive  and  glory. 


Saskatoon 


A  House  and  its  Spirit 

Regina  Barrett 


How  do  you  capture  the  spirit  of  a 
house  and  put  it  into  words?  How  do 
you  catch  a  falling  star  or  hold  a  moon- 
beam in  your  hands?  I  could  define 
"spirit",  but  I  don't  want  a  definition. 
I  want — well  perhaps  I  should  just  tell 
you  about  it. 

The  spirit  I  want  to  capture  resides 
in  a  house,  a  gracious  house  whose  red 
brick  has  darkened  and  mellowed  with 
the  years.  This  house  stands  on  a  cres- 
cent and  looks  down  on  the  South  Sask- 
atchewan river,  over  at  the  University 
of  Saskatchewan  and  across  at  an- 
other section  of  the  city  of  Saskatoon. 
The  description  is  not  a  digression  be- 
cause environment  does  play  a  part  in 
the  development  of  the  spirit  of  any 
place  or  person.  But  environment  plays 
a  minor  part  in  this  house  which  is  a 
home. 

"God  looks  down  well  pleased  to  mark 
In  earth's  dusk  each  rosy  spark, 
Lights  of  home  and  lights  of  love  .  .  ." 

Lights  of  home  and  lights  of  love  be- 
speak people,  the  people  who  live  in 


the  gracious  red  brick  home  which  is 
the  S.O.S.  Residence  in  Saskatoon. 
People,  in  this  case  sisters  and  girls,  ac- 
count for  the  atmosphere  you  find  with- 
in the  red  brick  house.  It  is  an  atmos- 
phere of  peace,  of  prayer,  of  courtesy 
and  joy  and  work  and  laughter  and  all 
the  lovely,  lilting  qualities  that  make 
us  lift  up  our  hearts  in  gratitude  and 
reverence  for  the  life  He  has  given  us. 

There  are  the  Sisters:  Sister  O'Brien 
is  Superior  of  the  house  and  director  of 
the  Catholic  Welfare  Bureau  in  Saska- 
toon. Her  love  of  God  springs  from  a 
deep  source  and  overflows  on  to  her 
Community,  her  Sisters,  her  girls  and 
the  whole  city  of  Saskatoon.  She  is 
radioactive  and,  appropriately,  quite 
small. 

Sister  Patricia  Burke,  another  social 
worker,  is  Sister  O'Brien's  assistant  at 
the  Catholic  Welfare  and  general  assis- 
tant around  the  house  —  when  she  is 
home.  Either  the  "Acceleration  Waltz" 
or  "Perpetual  Motion"  could  serve  as 
Sister  Burkes'  theme  song.  Born  in  New- 
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The  Saskatoon  S.O.S.,  visiting  Sister  Servants  of  Mary  Immaculate 
and  "S.O.S."  girls  in  a  gay  mood 


foundland  and  justly  proud  of  it,  she 
has  become  Canadianized  in  spite  of 
herself.  Like  all  Newfoundlanders,  her 
heart  is  a  bit  bigger  than  herself  and  she 
spends  herself  with  great  prodigality. 

At  home  Sister  Ellis  is  the  serene  and 
gracious  house-mother.  Never  hurried, 
never  flustered,  the  house  and  every- 
thing in  it  is  always  under  her  calm  con- 
trol. With  equal  ease  she  entertains  a 
bishop  or  cooks  a  meal  —  and  some- 
times does  both  at  once.  There  is  a 
stool  beside  the  counter  in  her  spotless 
kitchen  which  has  been  called  the  most 
important  piece  of  furniture  in  the 
house.  Almost  anytime,  after  classes  at 
the  University,  some  one  or  other  of  the 
girls  can  be  found  sitting  on  the  stool, 
munching  a  cookie  and  talking,  talking, 
talking  into  Sister's  sympathetic  and 
understanding  ear. 

Then  there  are  the  girls,  all  students 
at  the  University  of  Saskatchewan,  most 
of  them  at  the  University's  St.  Thomas 
More  College.  They  are  tall  and  small, 
thin  and  pleasingly  plump,  dark  and 


fair,  but  all  good  workers  who,  proud  of 
the  reputation  which  S.O.S.  girls  have 
established  over  the  years,  are  deter- 
mined to  maintain  the  high  standards 
of  the  S.O.S.  girls  on  the  campus.  They 
are  delightful  girls  whose  sound  sense 
of  values,  charm,  poise  and  all-round 
attractiveness  will  make  them  leaders 
not  only  on  campus  but,  when  they  have 
graduated,  in  a  much  wider  sphere. 

The  gracious  house,  the  sisters,  the 
girls,  and  all  around  them  and  within 
them  the  hovering,  hallowing  Presence 
of  God!  For  in  the  exquisite  little  chapel 
every  morning  "Christ  our  sacrifice  is 
made."  From  His  tabernacle  close, 
very  close  to  everything  and  everyone 
in  the  house,  His  Love  and  His  Grace 
stream  forth. 

I  need  not  know  how  to  catch  a  fall- 
ing star  or  hold  a  moon  beam  in  my 
hand  to  capture  the  spirit  which  ani- 
mates the  gracious  house  overlooking 
the  South  Saskatchewan  river.  I  have 
captured  it,  I  can  name  it  and  I  know 
whence  it  comes.  Its  name  is  Love  and 
it  comes  only  from  God. 
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The  Scarbor<j 


Monsignor  Fraser 


In  many  ways  the  whole  thing  was 
a  failure.  It  was  supposed  to  be  a  color- 
ful, dramatic  ceremony  on  the  semin- 
ary grounds  of  the  Scarboro  Foreign 
Mission  Society.  The  Society  was  cele- 
brating a  double  occasion:  the  depar- 
ture of  four  young  priests  to  the  mis- 
sions, and  the  50th  ordination  anni- 
versary of  its  founder,  Monsignor  John 
Fraser. 

An  altar  had  been  built  by  the  stu- 
dents on  the  seminary  rink,  but  the 
steps  were  so  narrow  Cardinal  Mc- 
Guigan  nearly  tripped  on  them.  The 
rink  boards  had  been  draped  with  gold 
and  white  bunting,  but  the  all  morning 
rain,  which  kept  most  of  the  people 
away,  had  made  it  look  like  yesterday's 
wash.  It  was  June  3,  1951,  and  it  might 
have  been  deliberately  forgotten  by 
everyone  except  for  something  said  by 


the  Cardinal  in  his  eulogy  of  Msgr. 
Fraser.  The  Cardinal  called  him  "the 
greatest  glory  of  the  Toronto  Arch- 
diocese since  the  Canadian  martyrs." 
And  that  remark  made  the  day  memor- 
able. 

That  was  ten  years  ago.  This  year 
Msgr.  Fraser  celebrates  his  60th  year 
as  a  priest,  and  during  the  past  decade 
he  has  added  one  more  illustrious  chap- 
ter to  his  missionary  life.  Most  of  these 
ten  years  he  has  spent  working  in 
Japan  where  he  went  after  being  driven 
from  China  by  the  Communists.  There 
were  many  who  thought  he  should  have 
retired  after  leaving  China.  But  they 
were  those  who  didn't  really  know  him. 
Had  they  known  him  they  would  have 
realized  it  was  impossible  to  change  a 
life  so  thoroughly  set  in  its  missionary 
character.  It  is  still  impossible. 


PAGE  FOURTEEN 


THE  DIFFERENCE  BETWEEN  STUMBLING  BLOCKS  AND 

OCTOBER  1961 


Foreign  Mission  Society 


Rev.  Harold  Oxley,  S.F.M. 


Monsignor  Fraser  is  not  the  retiring 
type.  He  has  never  been  —  since  his 
ordination  in  1901.  That  was  in  Italy 
where  Toronto-born  John  Fraser  had 
taken  his  seminary  course.  The  follow- 
ing year  he  landed  in  Ningpo,  China, 
the  first  North  American,  English- 
speaking  priest  ever  to  set  foot  in  that 
country.  He  worked  there  for  several 
years  and  then  returned  to  Canada  to 
found  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission 
Society  in  1918. 

Today  there  are  130  English-speak- 
ing Canadian  priests  in  this  Society, 
working  in  eight  different  countries 
around  the  world.  The  Society's  first 
efforts  which  were  made  in  China  and 
for  years  developed  there,  were  des- 
troyed by  the  Communists  in  1949.  All 
but  one  of  the  priests  were  expelled 
from  the  country,  some  after  a  period 


of  imprisonment.  The  one  remaining 
priest,  Fr.  Paul  Kam,  is  a  Chinese 
member  of  the  Society  who  has  not 
been  heard  of  for  several  years. 

This  is  naturally  disappointing,  but 
there  are  consolations  in  the  missions 
later  accepted  by  the  Society  —  the 
Dominican  Republic,  Japan,  the  Philip- 
pines, British  Guiana,  St.  Vincent  Is- 
land and  the  Bahamas.  And  in  October 
of  this  year,  Scarboro's  first  group  of 
five  priests  will  leave  for  the  Amazon 
section  of  Brazil. 

There  are  consolations  too  in  the 
seminary  where  about  70  students  are 
preparing  for  ordination,  and  in  the 
novitiate  where  another  25  are  prepar- 
ing to  enter  the  seminary.  But  none  of 
it  is  consoling  enough  to  tempt  the  85 
year  old  founder  into  retirement.  He  is 
too  busy  working  in  Osaka,  Japan. 
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The  r uture 
Is  Ours 


For  information  write: 
Reverend  Sister  General, 
Sisters  of  Service, 
2  Wellesley  Place, 
Toronto  5,  Canada 


The  future  is  ours.  All  the  beautiful,  glowing  years 
which  God  will  give  to  us,  are  ours  to  spend  for  Him, 
to  live  gloriously  in  His  service  and  in  the  service  of 
souls. 

It  is  our  breathtaking  privilege  to  be  missionaries. 
The  Good  Shepherd  has  singled  us  out  to  help  Him  care 
for  the  lambs  of  His  flock. 

We  will  never  know  why  Infinite  Love  has  chosen 
us  for  the  tremendous  grace  of  a  religious  vocation.  We 
only  know  that  He  has  called  and  that  all  the  days  of  our 
lives  we  shall  work  with  Him  for  souls:  for  souls  that 
have  strayed  from  the  sheepfold,  for  souls  that  have 
got  tangled  in  thorn-bushes,  for  all  the  souls  that  are 
forgotten  and  neglected,  for  all  the  souls  for  whom  He 
died. 

This  is  our  vocation.  The  wonder  of  it  makes  our 
hearts  throb,  our  eyes  dance  and  our  lips  burst  into 
songs  of  praise  and  thanksgiving. 


At  Headquarters 


When  most  other  places  begin  to 
simmer  down  for  the  summer,  business 
at  the  Mother  House  begins  to  boil  up 
and  over.  Sisters  arrive  from  east  and 
west;  some  for  summer  school,  some 
for  a  visit,  some  for  retreat  and  some 
en  route  to  or  from  a  mission.  Our  nor- 
mally floating  population  at  No.  2 
reaches  full  tide  with  all  the  comings 
and  goings. 

Outstanding  among  our  visitors  this 
summer  were  two  sterling  and  sturdy 
S.O.S.  pioneers,  Sister  Catherine  Don- 
nelly, with  whom  the  idea  of  our  com- 
munity originated,  and  Sister  Mary 
Burke  who  was  one  of  Sister  Donnelly's 
first  companions. 

The  feast  of  St.  Anne  brought  an 
eager  flock  of  postulants  to  the  Noviti- 
ate. Western  Canada  contributed  four 
and  Ontario,  one. 


The  annual  summer  retreat  was 
preached  by  Reverend  John  Lynch, 
S.J.,  and  was  a  time  of  grace  and 
peaceful  prayer.  As  Father  said  many 
times  our  reason  for  being  in  retreat 
was  to  know  God  more  clearly,  to  love 
Him  more  dearly  and  to  follow  Him 
more  nearly  all  the  days  of  our  lives. 

On  the  feast  of  the  Assumption  of 
Our  Lady,  Sister  Mary  Haider  made 
her  Perpetual  Vows.  The  Profession 
Mass  was  offered  by  Reverend  W.  R. 
Devlin,  S.J.,  chaplain  to  the  Novitiate, 
assisted  by  Father  Lynch.  Reverend 
Arthur  Enright,  C.Ss.R.,  presided  at 
the  Profession  ceremony. 

Sister  Haider  who  was  born  in  Cher- 
hill,  Alberta,  is  a  third  year  student  in 
the  School  of  Nursing  of  the  Misericor- 
dia  Hospital,  Edmonton. 

Also  on  the  feast  of  the  Assumption, 
in  Edson,  Alberta,  Sister  Joan  Schaf- 
hauser  renewed  her  Vows.  To  both 
Sister  Haider  and  Sister  Schafhauser 
we  offer  our  sincere  congraulations. 

Sister  Edna  Knapik,  Broderick,  Sas- 
katchewan, is  another  sister  to  whom 
congratulations  are  due.  Sister  received 
her  B.A.  degree  from  St.  Michael's 
College  of  the  University  of  Toronto 
in  the  University's  Spring  convocation. 
Sister  Knapik  has  been  assigned  to 
Winnipeg. 


Sister  Mary  Haider,  Cherhill,  Alta., 
made  Perpetual  Vows 
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Two  Catechists  Take  a  Rest  Cure 


By  One  of  Them 


That  particular  summer  had  been  a 
very  busy  one.  Sister  Hudon  and  I  had 
been  conducting  Religious  Vacation 
Schools  right  along  in  large  centres  and 
doing  considerable  home  visiting  in  the 
evening.  It  was  interesting  work,  and 
apostolic;  it  was  also  physically  ex- 
hausting. How  pleasant  it  would  be,  we 
reflected,  to  spend  the  last  week  in  a 
quiet,  remote  place  where  we  could  re- 
lax after  class.  Unexpectedly  our  dream 
was  realized.  True,  the  pastor  was  a  bit 
dubious  about  the  advisability  of  our 
living  at  this  particular  little  mission, 
but  we  were  so  eager  to  go  that  he  gave 
in,  albeit  a  bit  reluctantly. 

Early  on  a  Monday  morning,  with 
enthusiasm  covering  up  our  fatigue,  we 
started  out  on  a  road  that  seemed  to 
have  no  end,  nor  any  reason  for  exist- 
ing. Did  anyone  live  here  at  all,  we 
wondered.  Certainly  no  building,  not 
even  a  shack,  was  visible  until  we  came 
to  the  inevitable  turn  in  the  road  with- 
out which  there  would  be  no  story. 
There  in  a  small  clearing  stood  a  poor 
little  church,  and  a  few  yards  from  it 
a  hall,  our  home  for  the  next  few  days. 

The  serene  quiet  of  the  place  en- 
raptured us.  Like  the  road,  the  clearing 
was  hedged  in  by  a  close-knit  growth 


of  delicately  colored  poplar  trees,  ex- 
tending as  far  as  the  eye  could  see, 
every  leaf  fluttering  and  sparkling  in 
the  fresh  morning  sun. 

Two  trucks  arrived  bringing  child- 
ren, adults  and  house  furnishings.  Im- 
mediately the  place  became  alive  with 
youthful  voices  and  active  young 
bodies.  The  women  gave  us  a  meaning- 
ful look  as  they  took  out  their  cleaning 
equipment.  We  responded  by  collecting 
the  young  males  and  females  and  lead- 
ing them  towards  the  church  for  class. 

At  noon  we  repaired  to  our  new 
home.  The  adults  had  long  since  depart- 
ed leaving  all  with  a  new  look  of  clean- 
liness. The  hall  was  a  long  grey  wood- 
en structure  with  a  door  at  either  end. 
Neither  door  had  a  lock.  In  fact,  the 
front  door  was  lying  out  in  the  bushes. 
It  was  replaced  by  a  makeshift  one  of 
scantling  slats  which  scraped  the  ce- 
ment every  time  it  was  moved,  and 
whose  hinges  whined  for  oil.  Two  cots, 
one  at  either  side  of  this  door,  were  ob- 
viously for  us.  Near  the  back  door  were 
the  wood  stove,  short  blocks  of  cord 
wood,  cooking  utensils,  food  and  a  hot 
plate.  In  the  centre  of  the  room  stood  a 
table  covered  with  a  spotless  white 
cloth,  and  some  dishes.  There  were 
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benches  along  the  walls.  We  made  a 
hasty  lunch  and  returned  to  our  classes. 
In  the  morning  Sister  had  taught  in  the 
church  which  by  noon  resembled  an 
oven.  I  had  the  cool  outdoors  and  the 
ant  hills.  Now,  we  exchanged  locales, 
to  be  blistered  or  nipped  as  circum- 
stances provided. 

The  first  few  days  were  as  if  made  to 
order.  Glorious  blue  skies,  bright  gold- 
en sun,  balmy  breezes.  The  children, 
all  living  far  from  the  church,  said  their 
daily  farewells  at  five  minutes  past  four 
and  started  for  home.  From  that  time 
until  the  next  morning  we  were  as  iso- 
lated as  if  we  were  the  sole  inhabitants 
of  an  island.  We  cooked  and  wrote  and 
read  until  night  settled  at  8:30,  then 
we  went  to  the  church,  through  the 
black  impenetrable  night,  to  pray,  re- 
joicing in  our  isolation  and  privacy. 

But  as  the  week  advanced  life  began 
to  lose  some  of  its  radiance.  Word  had 
got  around  to  the  winged  creatures  that 
we  had  arrived  and  were  worth  visiting. 
The  two  sheets  of  thin  plastic  we  had 
with  us  helped  to  ward  them  off  from 
the  food  stored  on  one  table  and  the 
dishes  on  the  other,  but  housekeeping 
continued  to  be  a  problem  as  a  torrent 
of  houseflies  swirled  about  our  faces 
and  settled  on  the  food  in  the  process 
of  preparation.  Dishwashing,  too,  had 
to  be  carried  on  at  top  speed.  There  was 
the  plunge  into  soapy  water,  the  rinsing 
with  boiling  water,  the  rapid  drying  and 
quick  thrust  of  each  dish  under  the 
plastic  table  cover  —  all  this  to  outwit 
the  hovering  flies.  (With  two  doors  and 
five  windows  open  and  no  screens, 
something  was  bound  to  come  in,  and 
these  flies  formed  the  most  determined 
single-minded  battalion  we  had  ever 
encountered.) 

Most  people  have  heard  of  the 


cricket  on  the  hearth  but  we  could  tell 
plenty  about  the  crickets  in  the  hall. 
They  were  omnipresent,  multitudinous 
and  vociferous.  But  they  were  not  the 
worst  we  had  to  contend  with.  There 
was  that  horrific  moment  when  I  re- 
turned from  class  to  find  a  dead  mouse 
lying  in  the  centre  of  the  room.  Dead 
mice  nauseate  me.  They  make  my  flesh 
creep.  Sister  bravely  removed  the  de- 
funct rodent.  She  is  not  appalled  by 
dead  mice.  Live  mice  nauseate  her. 
They  make  her  flesh  creep.  I  saw  her 
move  the  saucer  of  poison  mouse  seed 
to  a  place  under  her  cot. 

The  nights  too  were  beginning  to  lose 
their  glamour,  especially  as  we  were 
not  sleeping  well.  The  poplar  groves 
that  looked  so  bright  and  friendly  by 
day,  and  deep,  dark  and  lovely  as  the 
sun  went  down,  gradually  became  ter- 
rifyingly  black  forests  with  night's  ad- 
vance. The  banging  of  moths  against 
the  walls  wakened  us,  as  well  as  the 
ceaseless  chirping  of  the  crickets,  the 
zooming  of  mosquitoes,  the  howling  of 
coyotes,  and  the  creaks  and  moans  that 
could  not  be  identified. 

There  was  the  night  I  was  aroused 
from  a  fitful  sleep  by  the  rasping  of  the 
front  door  on  the  cement  door  step. 
Drowsily,  I  became  aware  that  Sister 
was  pulling  the  door  back  and  forth. 
What  could  she  be  doing?  And  then 
sleep  intervened.  The  next  morning  I 
asked  querulously  (we  were  getting 
querulouser  and  querulouser  with  each 
other  every  day)  "Why  were  you  drag- 
ging that  crazy  door  back  and  forth  in 
the  middle  of  the  night?"  "I  had  to 
throw  out  a  dead  mouse",  she  replied, 
with  a  very  pained  look.  "Dead  mouse," 
I  shrieked,  "Where  was  it?"  Her  voice 
sounded  as  pained  as  her  face  looked. 
"I  turned  to  glance  at  the  time  and  there 
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We  rejoiced  in  the  isolation  and  privacy  —  at  first! 

Picture— Courtesy  C.N.R. 


the  corpse  lay  beside  the  clock." 
"Well",  I  gasped,  "hadn't  you  better 
move  that  poison  seed  from  under  your 
bed.  One  is  likely  to  die  on  my  side  to- 
night, and  dead  mice  positively  nau- 
seate me." 

"I  know  that  fascinating  tale,"  she 
replied  unfeelingly,  "but  live  mice  nau- 
seate me  et  cetera." 

The  next  day  we  lost  our  last  loaf 
of  bread  and  what  was  left  of  our 
morale.  In  the  morning  some  of  the 
parents,  as  usual,  called  with  supplies 
and  asked  if  we  needed  bread.  As  it  was 
near  the  end  of  the  week,  Sister  assur- 
ed them  that  we  had  sufficient,  holding 
up  an  untouched  loaf  and  replacing  it, 
in  their  sight,  under  the  plastic  sheet. 
At  noon  when  we  returned  to  the  hall 
for  our  lunch,  the  bread  was  missing. 


The  children  suggested  that  a  fox  might 
be  the  culprit,  but  Sister  recalled  hear- 
ing that  an  escaped  convict  was  loose 
somewhere  in  that  area.  We  boiled 
potatoes  for  lunch  and  returned  to  class 
puzzled  and  worried. 

That  night  we  again  made  our  way 
to  the  church  in  the  dark,  I  leading  the 
way  with  a  flashlight  scouting  for 
snakes.  Live  snakes  nauseate  Sister. 
They  make  her  flesh  creep.  I  do  not 
mind  live  snakes  nor  live  mice  (if  they 
are  moving  away  from  me)  but  dead 
snakes  and  dead  mice  nauseate  me  et 
cetera. 

We  finished  our  night  prayers  and 
then  Sister  decided  to  remain  to  make 
the  Way  of  the  Cross.  Alone,  I  stepped 
forth  into  the  vast  blackness  of  the 
night.   How   formidable-looking  the 
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poplar  woods  had  grown  in  a  short 
time;  how  distant  the  hall  from  the 
church.  Suddenly  my  blood  froze  in 
horror  as  the  howl  of  coyotes  coming 
closer  and  closer  reached  my  ears. 
There  seemed  to  be  hundreds  of  them 
on  the  march.  In  a  flash  I  was  at  the 
hall  door  and  inside  —  ALONE!  Why 
hadn't  I  run  back  to  the  church?  Where 
was  Sister?  Was  she  dead  or  alive? 
Would  she  NEVER  come? 

But  at  that  moment,  as  I  afterward 
learned,  Sister  was  standing  transfixed 
with  terror  at  the  13th  station.  The 
conviction  had  suddenly  possessed  her 
that  the  escaped  prisoner  was  sitting  in 
the  confessional  at  her  back.  She  was 
afraid  to  move  lest  she  get  shot.  It  took 
considerable  praying  on  her  part  to  get 
the  courage  to  make  a  dash  for  the  hall. 
In  her  terrified  haste  she  did  not  heed 
the  coyotes. 

When  she  arrived  trembling  and  an- 
noyed because  I  had  left  her  alone,  and 
found  me  trembling  and  annoyed  be- 
cause she  had  been  so  slow  in  coming, 
we  sat  down  and  talked  over  our  pres- 
ent danger  and  decided  to  barricade  the 
back  door,  which  opened  inward,  with 
benches  and  cordwood.  This  might 
hinder  the  advance  of  coyotes,  foxes 
and  men  with  guns.  Terror  is  exhaust- 
ing. Blissful  sleep  blotted  out  all  con- 
sciousness until  the  dawn  of  the  new 
day  —  our  last  teaching  day  there. 

That  evening,  just  as  we  were  finish- 
ing our  meal,  Sister  suggested  that  we 
light  the  wood  stove  and  burn  the  garb- 
age. Up  to  that  time  we  had  managed 
with  the  hot  plate.  Following  her  expli- 
cit directions  I  shook  down  the  ashes, 
laid  the  paper  and  kindling,  and  applied 
a  match.  In  no  time  at  all  the  hall  was 


filled  with  great  clouds  of  black  smoke. 
"This  will  drive  the  flies  and  mos- 
quitoes out"  chirped  Sister  in  her  best 
pollyanna  style.  Maybe  it  would.  We 
didn't  wait  to  see.  As  a  swarm  of  dis- 
turbed bees  came  pouring  in  through 
the  back  door,  we  fled  through  the 
front.  It  was  as  good  a  time  as  any  to 
enjoy  the  cool  of  the  evening! 

We  returned  to  the  hall  before  the 
darkness  had  settled  and  finished  the 
chores.  A  cold  wind  blew  up  as  the 
night  advanced  and  a  window  fell  with 
a  crash  to  the  floor.  The  trees,  growing 
larger  and  heavier  by  the  minute,  sway- 
ed back  and  forth  before  the  open  win- 
dow. They  suddenly  became  a  great 
forest,  the  habitat  of  lions  and  tigers 
and  panthers  eyeing  us  from  the  trees. 
We  decided  to  sit  up  all  night,  and  say 
many  rosaries.  At  1  a.m.  we  changed 
our  minds  and  went  to  bed,  to  sleep  fit- 
fully until  the  golden  beams  of  the  sun 
wakened  us  to  a  fresh  new  day. 

First  Holy  Communion  Mass  was  at 
7:30  ante  meridiem,  and  an  hour  before 
that  time  happy  parents  and  children 
began  to  occupy  the  seats  in  the  little 
church.  A  car  flashed  in  from  the  road- 
way carrying  the  pastor.  Holy  Mass  be- 
gan and  in  the  security  of  the  congrega- 
tion life  became  normal  again. 

After  Mass  and  much  shaking  of 
hands  and  waving  of  goodbyes  to  the 
pleasant  little  group  we  were  leaving, 
we  climbed  into  the  car  and  were 
whisked  off  to  town.  How  beautiful  the 
country  looked  as  we  sped  on,  how 
gentle  the  woods,  how  safe!  "Pardon 
me,  Father?"  "Oh,  yes,  we  had  a  de- 
lightful time.  We'd  love  to  return  next 
year." 
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Bar-None 


Barbecue 


Sister  C.  Moriarity 


"Well  done,  coming  up,"  sang  our 

chief  chef,  Helen  Scully,  as  she  flipped  c 

hamburgers  for  the  encircling  girls  who  t 

drew  nearer  in  response  to  the  invita-  i 

tion  and  the  tempting  aroma.  1 

"Ummm,  a  dish  delich!"  "Super-  * 

malagorgeous!"  were  some  of  the  de-  s 

lighted  expressions  after  a  first  bite.  * 

Girls  from  Spain,  China,  Scotland,  t 
Brazil,  Japan,  Haiti  and  many  parts  of 

Canada  made  an  interesting  cosmopoli-  ^ 

tan  group.  They  had  got  together  at  No.  ( 

4,  the  S.O.S.  Residence  in  Toronto,  for  ^ 

an  evening  of  fun  before  September  j 

sent  them  scurrying  back  to  jobs  or  t 

studies.  ( 

Yukiko,  our  Japanese  student,  was 

serenaded  with  a  surprise  birthday  song  c 

and  treated  to  a  surprise  birthday  cake  s 

at  the  end  of  the  evening.  She  will  be  c 

going  back  to  Ottawa  to  resume  her  t 

studies  for  her  Master's  degree  in  the  a 

Social  Sciences.  f 

THAN  THE  MAN  WHO  KEEPS  HIS  MOUTH  SHUT 


Just  as  the  faces,  colour  and  way  of 
dress  differed  in  these  personalities,  so 
too  the  talents  varied.  Spanish  songs 
and  castanets  kept  toes  tapping.  Scotch 
lassies,  (everything  being  a  little  better 
for  having  a  bit  of  Scotch  in  it),  had 
side-splitting  anecdotes.  The  impromp- 
tu programme  included  Irish  and 
French  songs  and  the  usual  hilarious  re- 
telling of  the  summer's  experiences. 

Reverend  Father  John  Lynch,  S.J., 
who  was  giving  the  Sisters'  retreat  at 
our  novitiate,  popped  in  to  meet  the 
girls.  Because  of  his  extensive  travel- 
ling, Father  was  able  to  recall  some- 
thing special  to  each  girl's  home  town 
or  country. 

There  was  a  hint  of  nostalgia  in  the 
evening's  ending.  It  meant  the  end  of 
summer.  It  meant  goodbye  to  the  Sist- 
ers and  to  newly  made  friends.  With 
the  realization  there  came  promises  to 
write,  prayers,  good  wishes  and  hopes 
for  reunion. 
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In  and  Out  the  Window 


i 

"Let  the  earth  bless  the  Lord:  let  it 
praise  and  exalt  Him  above  all  forever." 

As  I  sit  here  wondering  just  where  to 
begin  my  gaze  is  drawn  irresistibly  to 
the  beauty  of  God's  creation  which  fills 
the  three  windows  before  me.  Inside 
there  are  African  violets,  a  magnificent 
fern  and  plants  of  many  varieties  while 
outside  is  a  profusion  of  fresh  green 
leaves,  purple  lilacs  and  pure  white 
apple-blossoms.  Further  down  in  our 
garden  tulips  and  forget-me-nots  render 
praise.  In  the  background  are  the  hills, 
those  rugged  sentinels  of  Newfound- 
land. Completing  the  picture  is  a  typical 
maritime  sky.  If  my  view  could  extend 
beyond  the  trees  it  would  include  the 
blue  waters  of  the  harbour,  white  gulls 
on  the  wing  and  black  and  white  boats 
floating  quietly  in  and  out  of  the  Nar- 
rows. Summer  in  Newfoundland  is  a 
time  of  beauty.  True,  it  keeps  you  wait- 
ing for  months,  but  when  it  does  make 
up  its  mind  to  come,  its  appearance  is 
so  sudden  and  so  grand  that  you  forget 
the  long  winter. 

My  eyes  feast  on  the  view  as  my  mind 
travels  back  over  the  year's  activities 
to  which  summer  has  brought  a  tem- 
porary halt. 

Through  the  winter  months  eight  of 
our  girls  followed  the  vocational  guid- 
ance course,  "Your  Life  and  You"  at 


Sister  T.  Duffley 


regular  weekly  meetings.  On  the  light- 
er side,  there  was  weekly  bowling. 
Both  study  club  and  bowling  culminat- 
ed in  our  annual  reunion  dinner  on  the 
feast  of  the  Queenship  of  Mary.  The 
girls  loved  the  gala  event  and  with  rea- 
son. From  the  beautifully  decorated 
tables,  through  the  presentation  of 
study  club  diplomas  and  bowling  tro- 
phies, to  the  joyous  chatting  with  old 
friends  it  was  a  delightful  evening. 
Some  of  our  married  "old"  girls  were 
unable  to  attend.  They  have  learned 
that  "little  blessings"  sometimes  mean 
little  sacrifices,  especially  when  no 
baby-sitters  are  available. 


SOME  CALLERS  CAN  STAY  LONGER  IN  AN  HOUR  THAN  OTHERS  DO  IN  A  WEEK 
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May  dropped  the  curtain  on  another 
season  of  monthly  socials  for  the  girls 
and  their  friends.  The  varied  program- 
mes of  the  socials  arouse  enthusiastic 
anticipation  and  make  them,  despite  the 
manpower  problem,  successful. 

Bridal  showers  are  a  regular  occur- 
rence in  any  S.O.S.  Residential  Club  — 
St.  John's  is  no  exception.  Showers  al- 
ways provide  scope  for  the  imaginative 
and  ingenuous  decorators  who  abound 
in  Clubs,  both  among  the  sisters  and 
the  girls. 

One  treat  which  was  thoroughly  ap- 
preciated was  a  recorded  lecture  by  the 
late  Dr.  Thomas  Dooley  on  his  work 


with  Medico.  We  had  it  twice,  once  for 
the  girls  and  once  for  the  Auxiliary. 

Our  Auxiliary  members,  God  bless 
them!  Special  gratitude  is  due  to  these 
devoted  friends  who  loyally  patronized 
the  monthly  card  parties  here  at  the 
Club. 

Now  the  icebergs  outside  the  harbour 
have  disappeared  and  summer  has 
come  to  our  Atlantic  shores.  My  truant 
mind  returns  to  the  picture  framed  in 
our  three  windows.  I  whisper  a  "thank 
You  Lord"  for  the  privilege  of  doing 
my  little  bit  in  this  grand  old  sea-girt 
Isle. 


South  of  the  Border 

Here  are  the  Inline 

Sister  M.  Haut 

It  all  came  about  when  the  parish  priest  was  driving  along  a  country  road 
on  the  way  to  his  mission.  A  group  of  children  was  playing  by  the  roadside.  The 
priest  stopped  and  spoke  to  them.  He  asked  their  names  and  to  what  church 
they  belonged.  "We  are  Catholics,"  they  told  him. 

Puzzled  by  the  discovery  of  these  unknown  members  of  his  flock,  the  priest 
investigated.  He  found  out  that  his  new  friends  were  not  Catholics,  nor  had  they 
been  baptized  in  any  church.  They  had,  however,  some  Catholic  contacts. 

Their  mother's  twin  sister  had  become  a  Catholic  some  years  previously. 
Through  association  with  their  cousins,  our  little  group  had  some  knowledge  of 
Catholic  belief  and  practices.  The  eldest,  a  girl  of  13,  had  actually  attended  a 
religious  vacation  school  with  her  cousins. 

There  were  nine  children  in  this  family  of  ours  —  five  of  them  old  enough 
for  instruction  and  all  of  them  eager  to  be  received  into  the  Church.  The  parents 
had  no  objections  and  gladly  promised  to  do  everything  possible  to  ensure  that 
the  children  live  as  good  Catholics.  The  five  came  to  religious  vacation  school  and 
on  July  15  all  nine  were  baptized.  On  the  following  day,  the  feast  of  Our  Lady 
of  Mount  Carmel,  the  five  older  children  received  their  First  Holy  Communion. 
Father  said  it  was  one  of  the  happiest  days  of  his  priesthood. 

We  are  praying  now,  with  the  children,  that  God  will  give  the  gift  of  Faith 
to  the  generous  and  devoted  parents  of  the  "nine." 

SOME  OF  THE  MOST  UNPRODUCTIVE  ACRES  IN  THE  COUNTRY  ARE  THE  WISEACRES 
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The  Social  Teaching  of  the  Catholic  Church 

The  Married  State 


Sister  M.  Jackson 


In  our  last  issue  we  considered  fa- 
mily life  and  the  duties  and  responsibili- 
ties of  parents.  This  article  will  deal 
with  the  laws  of  God  and  the  Church 
(which  simply  develop  God's  laws) 
concerning  marriage. 

Marriage  was  instituted  by  God  Him- 
self in  the  Garden  of  Eden  when  He 
made  Adam  and  Eve  husband  and  wife. 
It  was  raised  to  the  great  dignity  of  a 
sacrament  by  Our  Lord  when  He  was 
on  earth.  The  Sacrament  of  Matrimony 
gives  to  both  husband  and  wife  special 
graces  which  help  them  to  become  holy 
and  pleasing  to  God  and  to  fulfill  all 
that  is  required  by  the  married  state. 
God  wants  married  people  to  use  their 
way  of  life  as  a  means  of  meriting  eter- 
nal salvation  just  as  other  people  do  in 
other  states  of  life. 

The  ordinary  law  of  the  Church  con- 
cerning marriage  is  that  Catholics  can 
be  validly  married  only  when  the  cere- 
mony is  performed  in  the  presence  of 
an  authorized  priest  and  two  witnesses. 
Therefore,  Catholics,  including  Catho- 
lics who  marry  Protestants,  can  never 
be  validly  married  in  a  ceremony  that 
is  performed  by  a  minister  or  a  Justice 
of  the  Peace.  "Without  a  priest  there  is 


no  marriage"  is  a  good  slogan  for 
Catholics  to  remember.  It  is  important 
to  understand,  however,  that  two 
people  who  are  not  Catholics  can  be 
rightly  married  by  a  minister  or  a 
Justice  of  the  Peace.  If  they  are  bap- 
tized and  there  is  no  obstacle  to  their 
marriage,  they  receive  the  Sacrament 
of  Matrimony  just  as  Catholics  do  when 
married  before  a  priest,  and  the  bond 
of  their  marriage  cannot  be  broken  ex- 
cept by  the  death  of  one  of  them. 

It  was  Christ  Himself  who  taught 
that  once  a  man  and  woman  are  united 
in  the  Sacrament  of  Matrimony,  the 
bond  of  their  marriage  lasts  until  one 
partner  dies.  Our  Lord's  words  were, 
"What  God  hath  joined  together,  let 
no  man  put  asunder."  (Matt.  19:6)  He 
went  on  to  explain  that  anyone  who 
marries  another  while  husband  or  wife 
is  living,  commits  adultery.  It  is  God's 
law,  then,  not  a  law  made  by  the  Catho- 
lic Church,  that  lawful  marriage  unites 
the  parties  until  death.  His  law  binds 
both  Catholics  and  non-Catholics  who 
are  living  in  a  valid  sacramental  mar- 
riage. Therefore  there  can  be  no  such 
thing  as  the  breaking  of  the  marriage 
bond  by  the  legal  action  called  divorce. 


SCHOOLBOY  HOWLER:  A  CONTRALTO  IS  A  LOW  SORT  OF  SONG  SUNG  BY  WOMEN 
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Both  parents  are  neede 

Sometimes  for  very  grave  reasons  a 
husband  and  wife,  united  in  a  sacra- 
mental marriage,  may  be  given  permis- 
sion to  separate,  but  they  are  still  mar- 
ried. Even  though  they  are  separated 
their  marriage  bond  still  exists.  No 
matter  where  they  go,  neither  one  may 
keep  company  with  another,  or  marry 
another  during  the  lifetime  of  the  first 
partner  to  whom  they  gave  themselves 
"until  death  do  us  part." 

There  are  many  reasons  why  mar- 
riage must  be  indissoluble. 
1  It  gives  security  and  confidence  to 
both  husband  and  wife,  in  their  efforts 
to  build  a  happy  home,  to  know  that 
their  marriage  is  to  last  as  long  as  they 
both  live. 

THOSE  WHO  SING  THEIR  OWN  PR 


to  care  for  the  children 

2  The  knowledge  that  they  cannot 
dissolve  their  marriage  strengthens  hus- 
band and  wife  against  possible  tempta- 
tions to  become  interested  in  someone 
else  or  to  "give  up"  marriage  if  they 
find  it  hard,  or  different  from  what  they 
expected;  it  helps  them  to  remain  faith- 
ful to  each  other. 

3  Both  parents  are  needed  to  care  for 
the  children.  The  permanent  character 
of  marriage  gives  security  to  the  family 
by  requiring  that  the  parents  live  to- 
gether and  fulfil  their  special  roles  in 
the  support  and  upbringing  of  the  child- 
ren. 

4  It  is  much  better  for  society  that 
marriage  be  permanent.  Christian  fa- 
mily life  strengthens  society  and  brings 

SES  SELDOM  RECEIVE  AN  ENCORE 
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good  to  a  nation.  Divorce,  "broken" 
marriages  and  homeless  children  are 
the  cause  of  many  of  the  great  problems 
of  society  today. 

The  Church  urges  her  members  to 
avoid  mixed  marriages  at  all  costs.  Both 
Catholics  and  non-Catholics  are,  in 
general,  much  better  off  married  to 
someone  of  their  own  religious  views. 
Difference  of  religion  is  a  big  obstacle 
with  which  to  begin  married  life.  Mar- 
riage is  meant  to  be  a  union  of  two 
people,  but  difference  of  religion  causes 
a  division.  If  husband  and  wife  cannot 
agree  on  religion,  how  can  they  agree 
on  the  many  other  matters  which  they 
will  have  to  settle?  Records  show  that 
most  mixed  marriages  are  not  success- 
ful. Even  the  few  that  are  would  be  still 
happier  if  all  the  family  could  share  to- 
gether the  benefits  and  consolations  of 
the  Holy  Mass  and  Sacraments,  and  the 
other  practices  of  the  Faith.  How  much 
more  satisfying  for  all  to  be  together, 
sharing  the  spiritual  riches  of  the 
Church  as  well  as  other  phases  of  fam- 
ily life. 

Young  people  who  are  interested  in 
marriage  and  feel  themselves  called  by 
God  to  the  married  state  must  not  rush 
into  it  without  preparation.  It  is  a  life 
work  for  which  they  must  prepare  as 
they  would  for  any  other  type  of  work. 
Engaged  couples  can  study  the  duties, 
responsibilities  and  problems  of  mar- 
ried life  in  a  pre-marriage  course  or  by 
suitable  reading  chosen  under  expert 
advice,  if  a  marriage  course  is  not 
possible.  They  should  pray  often  for 
God's  guidance  and  blessing  on  their 
company-keeping  and  on  their  plans  for 
the  future.  Incidentally,  company-keep- 
ing is  a  prelude  to  marriage  and  there- 
fore young  boys  and  girls  who  cannot 
possibly  think  of  marriage  do  very 
wrong  by  "going  steady."  Going  steady 


by  young  people  in  high  school  or  in 
their  early  teens  is  only  an  occasion  of 
sin,  especially  against  the  sixth  and 
ninth  commandments.  Sinful  company- 
keeping  is  no  preparation  for  marriage 
and  could  never  be  the  basis  of  a  truly 
happy  marriage. 

The  chief  duties  of  a  husband  and 
wife  in  marriage  are  to  be  faithful  to 
each  other  and  to  provide  for  the 
spiritual,  material  and  social  needs  of 
the  children  God  sends  them.  Their 
marriage  can  be  made  successful  and 
happy  only  if  each  goes,  not  half-way, 
but  all  the  way,  in  the  effort  to  be  an 
ideal  husband  and  wife.  Proper  pre- 
paration for  marriage  and  continual  de- 
pendence on  the  special  graces  of  the 
Sacrament  of  Matrimony  will  make  it 
possible  to  reach  this  high  goal. 

Evil  practices  such  as  birth  control, 
planned  parenthood,  sterilization  and 
abortion,  which  are  sinful  means  of 
limiting  the  number  of  children  in  the 
family,  must  be  kept  far  away  from  the 
sanctity  of  their  home.  The  law  of  God 
does  not  require  that  married  people 
have  as  many  children  as  possible;  but 
it  does  forbid  the  use  of  sinful  means  of 
limiting  the  number  of  children.  These 
evils  bring  only  misery  and  unhappiness 
into  married  life  and  cause  untold  harm 
to  families  and  society. 

Marriage  was  made  by  God  and  is 
subject  to  His  laws.  He  is  Divine  Wis- 
dom and  therefore  His  laws  for  mar- 
riage are  good,  necessary  and  possible 
to  keep.  Men  and  women  are  free  to 
marry  or  not,  as  they  wish.  They  are 
free  to  choose  their  partner  in  marriage. 
But  once  the  marriage  contract  is  fully 
and  freely  entered  into,  married  people 
no  longer  have  any  choice.  They  are 
obliged  to  keep  all  God's  laws  concern- 
ing marriage  and  the  family. 


PSYCHIATRIST  —  A  MAN  YOU  SEE  WHEN  YOU'RE  GOING  CRAZY  AND  HE  HELPS  YOU 


PAGE  TWENTY-EIGHT 


OCTOBER  1961 


Just  a  Line  to  Say .  .  . 


Dear  Sister: 

Now  it  is  almost  two  months  since  I  left  Montreal  and  often  I  think  of  the 
time  staying  at  your  house  on  Dorchester  St. 

The  reason  for  my  leaving  Montreal  so  soon  was  my  dismissal  from  the 
hotel.  This  was  very  sudden  and  unexpected.  Another  reason  was  the  difficulties 
at  home  here  in  Holland.  In  the  meantime  many  things  have  changed  and  the  1st 
of  March  we  will  move  to  a  new  factory  near  Amsterdam.  For  the  time  being  I'll 
stay  home  to  help  with  the  removal,  for  my  parents  are  too  old  for  that  kind  of 
work. 

My  plan  will  be  to  return  to  Canada  in  the  Fall,  but  I  won't  stay  in  Montreal. 
Montreal  is  a  beautiful  city  but  I  was  too  closed  in.  It  takes  such  a  long  time  to 
get  out  in  the  country.  The  situation  of  USA  is  very  interesting  but  not  comfort- 
able to  my  Dutch  mind. 

A  few  days  ago  I  went  to  an  immigration  office  in  Amsterdam  to  talk  to 
somebody  about  my  return  ticket  I  bought  in  Montreal.  They  were  very  interested 
and  I  had  to  tell  all  my  experiences.  So  I  did  and  at  the  end  they  asked  me  a 
very  strange  question.  "How  do  you  like  the  receiving  at  the  arrival  in  Canada?" 
Of  course  they  did  not  know  where  I  stayed  so  I  told  everything  about  the  Sisters 
being  at  the  Ports  as  soon  as  a  boat  with  new  immigrants  arrives,  and  also  about 
the  work  you  do  for  the  immigrants  being  in  the  country  already.  I  must  tell  you, 
Sister,  I  was  very  proud  to  be  able  to  tell  this.  It  even  seems  to  be  clearer  to  me 
what  opportunity  I  had  to  get  to  know  your  organization  and  how  lucky  I  was  to 
find  one  of  your  Sisters  at  the  Port. 

I  will  always  remember  you  and  all  the  other  Sisters  in  my  prayers  for  I 
also  know  that  your  work  is  not  very  easy.  Will  you  please  give  my  regards  to 
all  the  Sisters  whom  I  have  known  so  well. 

Sincerely  yours, 

Chris. 
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Dear  S\Sler. 

From  Religious  Correspondence  Schools  in  Edmonton,  Regina  and  Fargo,  N.D. 


I  do  not  have  a  badge  like  you  said  in  the 
letter.  Would  you  please  tell  me  where  I 
could  get  a  badge  like  it  to  where  on  my 
sommer  holidays.  If  you  could  send  me  one 
I  would  pay  for  it  and  if  not  pleace  tell  me 
where  I  can  get  one.  Thank  you  very  much. 
Yours  truly,  Leroy 

I  heard  at  school  that  last  year  you  sent 
out  information  on  the  Pope  for  a  speech. 
I  was  just  wondering  if  you  could  please  send 
me  information  on  Russia.  Thank  you.  Yours 
truly,  Amelia 

Would  you  please  send  my  oldest  borther 
lessons.  He  is  7  years  old.  Richard  is  his 
name.  Ricard  is  in  Grade  2.  Hope  you  can 
tell  my  writing.  Sorry  I  can't  use  pen  cause 
my  pen  does  not  work.  My  smallest  brother 
can  not  have  lessons.  Will  he  have  lessons 
when  he  is  7  to.  He  is  only  5  right  now.. 
Mom  whants  to  know.  I  can't  write  on  this 
kind  of  paper,  that  is  all  for  Now.  with  love, 

Susan 


I  am  very  glad  to  send  you  this  letter  as 
I  would  like  very  to  receive  the  catacism 
papers.  I  had  my  first  Holy  Communion  last 
summer.  I  was  so  over  joy  I  couldn't  sit 
down.  Thank  you  very  much. 

Miss  Nelson 

Well  here  I  thought  I'd  write  you  a  letter 
and  ask  you  a  few  questions.  Well,  how  are 
you  and  all.  How  do  you  like  weather?  Say 
we  are  not  going  to  school  now  adays  be- 
cause of  the  wheather  we  sure  would  like  it 
if  you  would  sent  us  each  3  or  4  lessons  at 
a  time.  As  we  have  nothing  to  do  so  we  kids 
might  as  well  learn  our  lessons.  As  I  guess 
I  have  to  close  up  now  I  say  Goodbey,  Sis- 
ters. May  God  bless  you  all.  As  ever, 

Irene 

Just  a  few  days  ago  I  received  my  lesson 
from  you  on  which  was  written  that  it  would 
be  my  last  one  in  the  entire  course. 

I  have  been  getting  catechism  lessons  from 
you  for  the  last  ten  years.  I  can  tell  you  that 
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I  always  looked  forward  to  getting  them.  I 
enjoyed  doing  all  the  questions  and  I  know 
that  I  have  learned  a  lot  about  my  Catholic 
faith. 

I  would  like  to  thank  all  the  Sisters  who 
I  am  sure  worked  so  hard  for  me  during 
those  years.  I  am  sure  God  will  bless  you  for 
your  kindness.  I  am  enclosing  five  dollars  to 
help  pay  for  some  of  the  work  you  have 
been  doing  for  me.  I  will  not  forget  to  pray 
for  you.  May  God  bless  you.  Rita 

When  I  got  my  lesson  I  did  not  get  the 
game  for  lesson  1.  If  you  have  any  of  these 
left  could  you  send  me  one  to  put  in  my  book 
with  the  rest  of  my  lessons.  Thank  you. 

Dennis 

I  am  enjoiing  my  lessons  and  thank  you 
very  much.  Good-by 

from  Ernest 
P.S.  I  send  you  one  of  my  pitchers 

How  are  you.  I  am  O.K.  I  am  nine  years 
old,  Muriel  is  7  years.  My  birthday  is  Feb 
8th.  Muriel's  is  Jan.  20.  I  have  1  brother  his 
name  is  Francis  he  is  6  years  old.  I  didnt  get 
the  card  with  the  family  saying  the  rosary  to- 
gether. I  am  in  4th  grade. 

Lynne 

We  are  all  glad  to  hear  from  you  again. 
We  are  going  to  try  to  do  our  work  properly 
and  try  hard  for  good  marks.  I  was  away 
helping  a  lady  for  the  last  two  months.  She 
had  a  nice  little  baby  girl  at  the  end  of 
August.  The  baby  is  real  good.  My  two  little 
brothers  sure  missed  me  while  I  was  away. 
They  were  sure  glad  to  see  me  anyway.  My 
other  three  sisters  are  going  to  school  again. 
Well,  I  guess  I  should  do  my  catechism  les- 
son for  this  week.  Sincerely,  Helen 

I  came  across  my  lesson  as  I  was  packing  to 
leave  home  last  week-end,  so  I  thought  I'd 
mail  it.  I'd  still  like  to  continue  the  lessons 
so  would  you  please  send  them  to  the  above 
address.  I  am  happy  to  say  I  passed  my 
Grade  XII  and  am  at  present  attending  the 
University  of  Saskatchewan.  Thank  you. 
Yours  sincerely,  Annie 

Please  send  us  a  book  to  answer  the  ques- 
tions. I  lost  the  one  I  had.  We  will  pay  for 
it.  I  cut  my  right  hand.  A  good  friend  is 
writing  this  for  me.  But  we  remain  your  lov- 
ing children.  Santina  and  Tony 


I'd  like  to  thank  you  first  for  the  lovely 
crucifix  you  sent  me  as  a  souvenir  for  com- 
pleting the  course.  I  have  appreciated  all  the 
time  and  effort  you  have  put  into  making  it 
possible  so  I  was  able  to  take  the  course.  It 
has  meant  a  great  deal  to  me.  For  we  have 
such  a  little  chance  here  for  having  any 
Catholic  clubs  because  there  are  very  few 
young  Catholics.  Makes  it  kind  of  hard.  We 
are  only  able  to  have  Mass  twice  a  month. 
I've  always  remembered  the  Sisters  of  Ser- 
vice in  my  prayers  and  will  continue  to  pray 
for  you  all.  May  God  bless  you!  Marie 

How  are  you.  I  am  fine  and  I  very  much 
thack  you  for  my  lessons.  The  best  in  my 
lessons  I  like  the  Holy  Storys  and  then  the 
questions  and  I  love  to  color  the  lovely  pic- 
ture. We  have  a  Book  that  they  call  God's 
Book  and  I  love  to  read  it.  Yours  truly,  Ray 

We  would  like  to  take  this  opportunity  to 
thank  you  for  the  variety  of  Catholic  news- 
papers and  little  Catholic  magazines  you 
have  been  sending  to  us.  We  appreciate  it 
very  much  because  we  cannot  afford  to  sub- 
scribe to  any  of  these  items  and  they  are 
such  nice  reading  material  for  the  children 
and  me.  Thank  you  very  much. 

Mrs.  L.M. 

The  enclosed  snap  is  not  very  good  but 
will  give  you  an  idea  of  how  our  three  bless- 
ings look.  Thanks  so  much  for  including 
Mary.  She  was  so  thrilled  with  her  lesson. 
It  chanced  to  come  on  her  birthday  and  she 
was  more  excited  about  it  than  about  her 
birthday  doll  and  toys.  God  bless  you. 

Mrs.  K. 

Sorry  for  the  delay  but  we  have  been  busy 
with  the  harvest  and  just  did  not  find  time 
to  help  Eddie  with  his  lessons.  We  will  try 
our  best  now  and  hope  he  will  do  better 
than  last  winter.  Thank  you  ever  so  much 
and  please  pray  for  Eddie  that  he  may  love 
God  more.  Mrs.  F. 

I  have  a  seven  year  old  son  and  I  would 
like  to  get  him  started  on  your  Correspon- 
dence Course  lessons.  Please  send  me  an 
application  form,  or  advise  me  as  to  what 
requirements  are  needed  for  registering. 
Many  children  study  these  lessons  in  our 
district  and  the  mothers  are  pleased  with  the 
results.  Yours  truly,  Mrs.  B. 
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POSTSCRIPT 


He  was  probably  four  years  old.  With  one  arm  he 
clasped  two  bottles  of  pop  and  a  paper  bag  to  his  small 
bare  chest.  He  was  trying  to  cross  the  street  along  which 
cars  streamed  steadily. 

"Do  you  want  to  cross?"  I  asked  as  I  came  to  the 
curb.  "Let's  do  it  together." 

He  didn't  look  up  nor  did  he  speak  but  with  a  little 
half-smile  he  slipped  his  free  hand  trustingly  into  mine 
while  we  negotiated  the  crossing. 

"All  right  now?" 

He  didn't  say  anything,  just  nodded  and  trotted  off 
and  left  me  glowing  with  an  elation  born  of  his  un- 
questioning trust. 

Such  a  small,  insignificant  incident  yet  how  pregnant 
it  was  with  the  meaning  and  the  power  of  trust. 

It  is  so  needless  for  us  ever  to  stand  alone  in  any  of 
life's  difficult  moments.  We  need  only  reach  out  a  hand 
to  find  it  clasped  in  the  Hand  of  God.  We  need  not 
speak,  nor  explain,  nor  plead.  We  may  even  be  dis- 
courteous and  forget  to  thank.  But  we  must  reach  out. 
He  does  not  compel. 

And  when  the  difficulty  has  passed  He  will  accept 
even  the  half-smile  we  give  Him.  His  gentle,  Sacred 
Heart  will  be  comforted  by  our  trust. 

The  Editor 
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